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TO MY SISTEE, 



€^ia Slas 



IS AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED. 



PREFACE. 



In the absence of Prologue or other preliminary address^ 
I beg to record my sincere gratitude to all who have taken 
part in producing this Play at the Royal Surrey Theatre. 
Thanks to their sympathy and intelligence^ — in place of being 
called upon to overcome and understand di£Sculties formid- 
able and perplexing to the aspirant^ — I have had merely to 
receive an unbroken succession of good offices; and this 
attempt of mine^ whatever be its result^ must be always 
remembered by me as a period of encouragement and of 
obligation. 



H. F. C. 



London, 

February \bth, 1850. 
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OLD LOVE AND NEW FORTUNE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

The great ParloiMr at Woodwells. — On the left an enormous old-fashioned fire- 
place, — On the rightf a door mashed hy a screen^ comimmicatiiig with outer 
apartments, — In the backgrov/nd, a deep recess terminated hy am, Oriel 
Window the height of the room, one divisi^m of which opens like a door, — On 
either side of the recess are rich dam^ask draperies, pictures, effigies, cmcient 
tables, chairs, Jbc, 

Enter Jeremy, foUowed hy Margaret. 
Stand by, I tell thee ! 

MARGARET. 

Nay, but, Jeremy, 
Why art so sharp to-day ? 

J£RxiMY • 

I shall be sharper 
To-morrow, and the next. How now ? the board 
Not spread ? Where loiter they ? Here, Abraham I James ! 
( To Margaret.) Prithee, begone ; we ne'er shall be in order ! 

MARGARET. 

Sir Archibald, then, comes to-day ? Nay, Jeremy, 
I'll never let thee stir a step until 
My female appetite is stayed. 

J£Ri!iMY. . 

'Tis keen 
As though thou wert a grandmother I Be quick, 
'Tis our last day of talking. 

MARGARET. 

Which way last ? 

JEREMY (aside). 

She winds me round her finger with a touch ; 
She'll have the sun stop next ! — 

[To Margaret.) Why, this way, child! 

u 
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Thou must no more come wandering through these rooms 

Like a shy fairy, to the pictures old 

Murmuring thy wayward songs, in mildewed chests 

Peeping, one-half afraid. We shall have guests ; 

Tall swan-like ladies, ambling gallants, too. 

Now that Sir Archibald is come, — and foremost 

And proudest, Mistress Sybil. 

MARGARET. 

Mistress Sybil ! 
I figured her a friend and playfellow, 
Queenly, but kindly. Is she, then, so proud ? 

JEREMT. 

They say so, like her father. Well, her brother 
Is meek enough to stock a monastery 
With humble patience. 

MARGARET. 

He's not meek, I say. 
If meek mean feeble. He's as bold, old man. 
As e'er his father was. You'd call him so. 
Did he but hawk and hunt and brawl at feasts 
Instead of reading books 

JEREMY. 

■or eyes I know. 



Eyes, I dare vouch he never saw so wroth ; 
All, Margaret ! Margaret ! 

MARGARET. 

Nay, 'twas all my jest ; 
I know not Master Albert is so bold. 
You must not tell I talked of him 

JEREMY. 

nor longed 

To hear which road he came, — nor down that road 
Bent a fine ear, nor made thy lute-strings jar, 
'Till even thy drowsy aunt waked up to ask 
What restless elf had seized her Margaret ? — 
Nay, never double with thy poor old friend 
Who means thee well, nor chides thee hence, without 
Grave reason. 

MARGARET. 

Grave enough ! to chide me hence 
On such a joyous holiday. 

JEREMY. 

I 'd spare thee 
Long years of cruel anguish. Listen, child ! 
Hard though it sound, 'twere better told at once ; 
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Our master ne'er must see thee — know thy feet 
Have ever crossed this threshold. There 's a reason ! 

MARGARET. 

Reason for Albert's father to misuse 

His son's betrothed ? Is he an Ogre, then, 

To break mj lute in pieces if I sang ? 

Or if I danced to bid his negro slaves 

Bind me fast in jour stocks behind the orchard ? 

Tush ! thou art fractious in thy grand new clothes ! 

Why should he treat me thus ? 

J£R£Mx» 

Didst never hear 
Thy mother had a lover ? 

MARGARET. 

Which ? I have heard 
Of twelve in one short summer at her feet. 

JEREMY. 

He was her first. 

MARGARET. 

But in thy dreams, old man ! 
I never heard her breathe his name. Alas ! 
She was her daughter's self, and must have told ! 

JEREMz • 

Yet he adored her shadow on the wall, 
The echo of her step. I *ve known him ride 
A score of miles, to lay the earliest rose 
Of May upon her pillow. Well-a-day ! 
He's hard enough, I warrant, now. 

MARGARET. 

He loved, 
Ay ; but she loved him not ! 

JEREMx . 

Good child ! good child ! 
Thou art like Beauty peering in the glass, 
And thence describing Ugliness. She loved him ; 
They were betrothed, — but when his father died 
Came utter ruin : usurers — tradesmen — friends, 
Pounced upon all save this waste manor-house. 
Fit emblem of the fortune of its heir, — 
And she 

MARGARET. 

I prithee, stop — my mother 's gone 
Where all that 's wrong is answered for. And then 
Thy lord, revengeful, sold himself to wealth, — 
A goldsmith's daughter, was it not ? — 

B 2 
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JEREMY. 

Ye8 — the goldsmith 
PafcoI an usurer, having lured a spouse 
To his uncomely daughter — hj the aid 
Of Master Gripeall, a sly man of law, 
Cheated him of her dower. They came to words 
And deeds that severed them. *Twas ended soon, 
Two loveless years — then childbirth, then the grave — 
Two helpless infants left him 

MAROABET. 

Well— and then ? — 

JEREMT. 

A beggared widower at twenty-three 
Hath not lost all. Sir Archibald sailed forth 
To the New World — and there to merchandise 
Abased his haughty heart a score of years. 
And won the recompence. Thou seest the rest : 
He comes back rich, — ^restores his ancient hall 
To its old splendour, — for his children sends 
To make them share his joy. 

MARGARET. 

There 's nought so dread 
In this part of the story. If he be rich. 
And care to make them happy — one we know 
Will not keep silence long. Ay — ^you may think 
My Albert is a dreamer — but he can ask 

JEREMT. 

Thy lover ask Sir Archibald — for thee ! 

Ask the fierce storm to let the wagging sheaves 

Carry their crests ! My child — our master took 

A vow the evening he was driven home 

From her he loved — beggared — mocked — put to the door, 

And threatened, too (I see his face — just there 

He stood, as black as mourning weed — as wroth 

As ocean on a 'mid March night). — He swore. 

Through good and ill report — through shade and shine — 

Though they were starving — or of pestilence 

Rotting in jail — or on the gallows tree — 

To avenge her heartless falsehood on herself, 

Her children, and her children's children ! 



MARGARET. 

But that was long ago. 



Ay. 



JEREMx . 

But yesterday 
He wrote {shomng a letter) — ^read here : — " And taJce thou care 
that none 
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Of her false race (for one yet lives, I hear) 
May cross my path — -f/nd harbourage or help 
Within a shire of WoodweUs. All beside 
Of contumely 9 toil, and pinching days 
I have forgot — but that vow never I " Ask ! 
Thy Albert ask ! — Sir Archibald consent ! 
Ne'er while he lives. Go, prithee, go. 

MARGARET. 

I am gone. 
And thou hast done thy part. — So should he ask 
For news, 'twere best thou tell him nought of Margaret, 
And he '11 forget her soon. For thus, they sing, 
The world goes round with all except the poor. 
And they, good lack ! must take to constancy. 
Wanting more various pleasures. [Exit. 

JEREMY (looking after her). 

She hath gone, 
With sorrow on her cheek. Poor, pretty bird ! 
And duteous, too, as loving. Well, th* event 
Was written long ago. 

Enter Abraham. 

ABRAHAM. 

Wheels — wheels ! they come ! 

JEREMx. 

Why, then, I told ye so ; and none to ring 
The bells, and none to shout a welcome home ! 
Ye lazy, worthless knaves ! — away, away ! 
To the great portal. 



SCENE II. 

Eater Sib Archibald, aMefnded by a retinue of Servants, cJieermg cmd making 
obeiscmce, and followed by Eye in a very simple trwodlmg dress, — She 
remains near the door. 

SIR Ai^CHiBALD (dismissing the Servants). 

Thanks — thanks ! mine honest friends. But here 's a face 
Worth fifty score new faces ! Quick — both hands ! 
Dear, good old Jeremy ! Is 't twenty years, 
Think'st thou, — a score ? or one ? or yesterday ? 
Since I rode forth ? Are all the bonfires laid ? 
Does the wine flow i' th' fountain of the court ? 
home I God bless thy roof-tree ! This is joy 
Akin to madness ! 

JEREMY. 

Master ! that I live 
To share it ! 
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8IK ARCHIBALD. 

Lire ! shall lire one hundred yean ! 
I know it hy myself. Look on me, man ! 
ThoQ canst not charge me with a yellowed cheek. 

JEREMY. 

Sir, 'tis a manrel ! Hearen hath hlessed yoor waoderbigs. 
And giren ye yoath for sign. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

StiD, as of old. 
An oracle ! And yet, my little Ere 
Hath dared to prate how ailrer meshes creep 
Through my dark hair. Where 's Eve ? Come forward, child. 
Nor shiver in the door-way. [He leadt Etb forward. 

Does it fright thee. 
This new magnificence ? Is it not rare 
And gorgeous as a dream ? 

EVE. 

past all dreams ! 
God bless you, sir, who brought you safely hither I 

SIB ARCHIBALD (tenderly). 

Here thou shalt build thy bower. I '11 have no servant 

Who loves not pretty Eve ! ( To Jeremy.) Her mother saved 

My life when pestilence had brought me low, 

And lost her own ! She is no guest, old man, 

But my sweet, second daughter. 

JEREMY • 

Would ye see 
How all is as ye bade — or change your mantle ; 
Or would ye some refection ? 

SIB ARCHIBALD. 

Give me the key — 
Quick — of my father's chamber. Wait me here, 
Sweet Eve ; — 'twill not be long. Nay, Jeremy, 
I go alone. 

JEREMY. 

Shall I not marshal ye ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

What ! could I lose my way ? Do thou go broach 

The oldest cask of wine ; that all may drink 

Their master's welcome home. [J%ey go out (m differeru sides. 

EYE. 

How strangely joy 
Breaks forth in silent natures ! Who could dream 
This was the care-worn merchant that we housed, 
Who from the mart came heavily each night ; 
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Damps on his brow ; so sparing of his words, 

The neighbours said he must be bad at heart 

Who spoke so rarely. — And am I, too, changed 

As much as he ? (Looking round her). This house has magic in *t ! 

Mj voice sounds homely, with these haughty lords 

And ladies to o'erhear me. I shall seem 

Awkward — unformed, scarce fit to creep about 

In such brave company. Will he not scorn me ? 

And yet — « — mother ! for thy circling arms 

To fold me to the heart that never knew 

Difference 'twixt high and low ! — 

Ah ! here are voices. 
A lady's — how I tremble ! 'Till he comes, 
1 11 shrink aside. [^SAe approaches the Oriel. 

Some one of stately presence I 
Like me too, strange, it seems. 

[She hides herself behind the curtains of the Oriel. 

Enter Stbil, foUowed by La Roi^UE dressed as a Postboy. 

LA ROQUE. 

But, Sybil, hear me ! 

SYBIL {not perceiving him). 

Fine — really fine — for such as can adniiro 

The fossil school of furnishing, — so grim, 

And grand, and worshipful — of such, not I ; 

Well, must one wait all day, before this father 

Appears to greet one ? [Prepares to sit d(mn. 

LA ROQUE. 

Only hear me, Sybil ! 
By your bright eyes, one moment. 

SYBIL. 

Who spoke there ? [Balftumiwj. 
I did not bid you wait ! — Are you not paid ? 
La Roque ! — I vow ! Well, 'tis the oddest thing. 
To see how gentlemen will ape their grooms. 
And sober Templars (pray you, turn, La Roque !) 
Put on the postboy. Is 't from White's or Will's 
This precious fashion came ? Now which way drive you ? — 
What make you here ? 

LA ROQUE. 

I rode before you hither ; 
My last poor chance to gain a moment's speech 
Of one so closely watched. Since the news came, 
I Which made you heiress to a wealthy sire. 
Tour stale Duenna hath not winked an eye ; 
Nay, when she left you in the porch just now, 
Stured back as though to fix you there. 
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8TBIL. 

Ton rode ! 
I said, the fellow could not ride ! My aunt 
Herself, who loves the parson^s sober pace. 
Cried ** Out upon the snail ! " La Roque turned postboy ! 
Now shall I live a month on the conceit. 
And still hare laughter left ! 

LA ROQUE. 

I *m glad to please you. 
But now, of graver things — ^you could not mean 
The bitter words your letter bore, 

SYBIL. 

Have done, 
And leave me ! I *ve nor time nor thoughts to waste ; 

[l\i/rning from him. 
And now for conquest of this stranger father ! 
For have my way I must and will ; or Wit 
Hath lost its charm and Wealth 's not worth enjoying. 

EVE (appearing for a moment). 

So free, and so unmoved ! Is this the duty 

Of English daughters ? Should I show myself ? 

0, she is terrible — I dare not [She hides again. 

LA BOQUE. 

Say 
You could not mean your letter, saucy Sybil ! 
To cast me off, who all these weary years 
Have been the shadow of your pride — your slave — 
Your dog — ^your 

SYBIL. 

Postboy. Poor La Roque ! Your ride 

Hath given you quite a bloom ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Jest on your jest 
At one who hath borne mockeries for your sake. 
And willing stooped to meet them. Why they call me 
Through all mine Inn, " Lovesick La Roque " ! 



SYBIL. 



But stooping tires the humblest back that bends : 
And jokes (like journeys, when a postboy rides 
Who doth mistake his seat) may grow too long. 

LA ROQUE. 

What have I done ? Is it this new-known wealth 
Which turns your brain ? Have you the heart to call 
Our love a joke ? 



Indeed ! 
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SYBIL. 

Our love ! an empty folly, 
A dream, a fantasy — a schoolboy game ! 

LA ROQU£. 

It reft my sleep from me ! It made me strange 
To all my comrades ; gave me locks of hair 
In change for mine ; dowered me with amulets 
Writ by the whitest hand that brain of Wit 
E*er guided. Is that twilight on the Thames 
Forgotten, when you leaned upon my breast. 
And feared the coming moonlight should betray 
Where you lay nestling from the evening wind ? 

SYBIL. 

Sir, you grow coarse. I must assert myself. 
There is a bar between us 

LA ROQUE. 

Bar ? What bar ? 

SYBIL. 

Since I have known my father's home return 

LA UOQUE. 

Since you have known his riches 

SYBIL. 

As you list. 
Your rudeness makes me frank. I am no more 
A waif or stray for any wanderer's taking ; 
But let us end this parley. I *ve reflected. 
Weighed — am resolved. 

LA HOQUE. 

Weighed lands and money bags 
Against an honest heart and nimble foot 
To thread Life's maze ! — Resolved ? Ay, so resolves 
The usurer counting o'er his cent, per cent. ; 
You tremble, Sybil ! 

SYBIL. 

I ? — no mortal man 
Shall see me tremble ! Go ! I wrote my will ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Your will of head, not heart. there you stand 
Hardening that heart to play the worldling's game, 
To scheme, to cozen, to deny ! Your heart ! 
It wavers while you hear. I '11 not believe 
The threat that stiffens round your folded lips 
So long as in your radiant eyes I read 
The kinder Sybil there. — What if I *m poor ? 



10 OLD LOVE AND NEW FORTUNE. [act i. 

Why, I was poor five years since, when you dropped 
That rose-leaf in my hosom. 

8TBIL. 

*Twa8 not dropped 
On purpose, sir. 

LA ROQUE. 

I 'm giddy, too, I know, 
But I was giddier when you broke the ring. 
And with your needle wrote my name upon 
The half you cherished. 

SYBIL. 

Cherished, man ! — your name ! 
This grows to insolence. 

LA ROQUE. 

My birth is doubtful. 
But the strange cloud which rests thereon may pass 
For me as well as others. Who had guessed 
The daughter of a rich and noble sire 
In the neglected school-girl ? Why, your change 
From chrysalis to buttei£y doth quicken 
A thousand buoyant dreams. 

SYBIL. 

You will do well 
To trust in their fulfilment. 

LA ROQUE. 

I am a spendthrift — 
I was a spendthrift when I staked my all 
To please your eye 

SYBIL. 

You have your baubles back. 

LA ROQUE. 

*Twa8 not yourself that sent them. No ! 'twas Mammon 

With one hand that loosed the chain from round your neck, 

And locked your heart with the other. Fear not, Sybil, 

He shall not have you ! This unnatural pride 

Waves me not hence. I know you do not queen it 

In earnest. Nay, as I seek your bliss 

Beyond all else on this delightful earth. 

Think not Fll lose you thus ! [She offers to pass. He detmmher, 

SYBIL. 

Will you constrain 
My pleasure ? Let me pass. You reckon here 
As groom, notgentleman : but I 'm no child 
To fear a braggart. Take your boastings hence. 
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Or I alarm the house. We meet no more ; 
Or meet as strangers. 

EYE (coming down). 
Madam ! Sir ! 

SYBIL. 

O'erheard ! 
EVE (earnestltf). 
Pray you, part friends ! 

SYBIL. 

So, delicate sir ! you see 
To this you have exposed me ! forced a lady 
To hargain for a hireling's silence. Stay 
Young woman, — I must speak with you. 

LA. BOQUE. 

Or I. 
The affair is mine. There — [Offers Eve a jntr«e. 

(Asirte,) The last gold I have 
Shall go to screen her falsity. {To Eve.) Here, mistress ! 
Be hlind, he dumh, he deaf ; know not my face 
At church or market, or where else we meet, 
Whatever suit I wear. Is*t not enough ? 

I have a trinket here — Off, my good chain ! 

lAUempts to cUsengctge a chain from his neck. 

EVE (hurriedly). 

Oh, stay ! nor speak so quickly ; I am strange ! 

'Twas fear and not my will that fixed my feet 

In yonder oriel ; and I stopped my ears, 

Indeed, to drown the sound. Take hack your hounty, 

I am not quite a hireling — No ! — And truly 

I could not tell the scene again. 

SYBIL. 

How, minion ! 
Dare you rehuke your betters ? 

LA BOQUE. 

Nay, she speaks 
In modesty, and not rebuke. But, hark ! 

[Sir Archibald's voice is hewrd withovA. 
'Twere hest begone. Yet dream not, haughty Sybil, 
For all whose faults I love thee tenfold dearer 
Than some insipid and immaculate she, 
I yield one inch of thee ! — Ay, grow more proud ! 
And I will grow more bold. Change east, change west, 
And I will track thee, till thy changes end 
At the church-door. So fare thee well, betrothed I 
Not utterly for ever. [Eani La Roqub. 
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SYBIL. 
InBolent ! 

EYE. 

Madam! 
Your secret 'b safe with me. Fear not your father : 
He means to love you dearly. 

SYBIL (haughtily). 

How? 

EiUer Sir Abchibald^ approadUng her eagerly, 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Is this 
My daughter ? 

SYBIL (making a composed reverence). 

Welcome, sir. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Nay — to mine heart ! 
The most implicit duty ne'er ordained 
Such formal carriage. [ffe embrcuxs he 

SYBIL. 

Sir, you re-assure me. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Love and nought else between us, my fair Sybil, 
Thou shalt have all that maiden can desire. 

EYE (aside). 

Here, too, a needless witness. How he smiles I 
Were / his child ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (sitting down). 

Sit close to me, and learn 
Thy father's face by heart. [Sybil 8it 

SYBIL. 

The lesson 's strange 
As it is pleasant ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

How, my lady-bird ? 
Thy beauty charms me ! 

SYBIL. 

Sir, if my poor face 
Please you. His by inheritance. Ay, indeed. 
You are my father ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Wherefore nay ? 

SYBIL. 

So young. 
With such a noble mien, — I 'm proud of you ! 
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SIR ARCHIBALD. 

So fall out dreams ! The tender, shrinking bud 
I pictured, is a sumptuous, full-blown flower ; 
As if all maids must needs be like my Eve ! — 
Didst thou e'er dream of playmate exquisite 

As this ? IRismg and leading Eve to Sybil. 

SYBIL {aside). 

This ?— playmate ? 

(2b Sir Archibald.) Sir, I shall delight 
To give her all protection. 

sir ARCHIBALD. 

Fie ! Protection ! 
Thy love, — thy trust. Her heart hath secret cells 
For all its friends. She is my little Eve ; 
Her mother died in tending me ; since when 
She is mine other child : the sweetest nature, 
Helpful and humble ! [7%€y ait do^m. 

STBiL (aside). 

So ! be these his graces ? 
I have some others he shall learn to like. 
Or I will know the why. (To Eve.) Good sister Eve, 
If so it be, we '11 try our woman's best 
To cheat the men in company ! 

EVE. 

You are merry, 
Now that your father 's come. 

SYBIL. 

'Tis passing rare 
That duty 's such a pleasure. He shall spoil us 
Most wonderfully, Eve ! And since you know him. 
Show me the good and ill, the shade and shine. 
Of this too handsome father. 

EVE. 

0, I dare not 
Before his face ! But were he hence, a day 
Of Iceland June were short, to tell the good 
Without alloy, the shine without a cloud, 
Of his high nature. 

SYBIL. 

Tou can flatter, Eve. 

EVE. 

You judge me harshly. Well ; I 'm dumb. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Nay, speak ; 
I '11 have it so. Come, paint her all the shades. 
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I like thy freedom, Sybil ! Ask thy worst, 
And I shall see, reflected in a glass. 
My natural self ; for Eve is true as day. 
Though timid as the dawn. 

SYBIL. 

Well, if I must 
Play prompter, sister, — shall we well agree ? 
Think'st thou he '11 be obedient ? 

EVE. 

Madam ! doubtless 
You will be all obedience. 

SYBIL. 

Silly girl ! 
Art not a woman yet ? Dost thou not know 
We rule the Earth ? I ask thee, will he serve 
My wishes, as a handsome father should. 
And rich as he is handsome ? 

EVE (to Sir Archibald). 

Sir? 

SIR ARCHIBALD (a little uneosUy). 

Inquire 
What wishes I must serve ! (Aside,) Methinks her tone 
Hath too much empire in it ! 

SYBIL. 

'Tis difficult 
To sum, in one short breath, the thousand whims 
That make a lady's pleasure. First, am I 
Sole mistress of his house ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD (oside). 

Indeed ? Is this 
The pliant nature that they vaunted ? 

SYBIL. 

Free 
To come, to go, to summon whom I please ? 

EVE. 

I know not English houses. We had all, 
In ours, one wiU, that shaped itself by his I 

SYBIL. 

Indeed ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (oside). 

There 's mockery in that last " Indeed ! " 

IHe rises im^patienUy, anH vxdks to the tomdow. 
She has the saucy eye, the daring tongue. 
Fit for a woman of the world. 
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SYBIL. 

How well 
He walks, my dear ! Next, — will he ne'er surprise me, 
Some fine May morning, with an Empress mother, 
To take the sceptre from my hands ? 

EVE. 

Onol 

no ! he must not marry ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (coming dovm). 

Marry ! Already 
So deep in the freemasonry of trust 
'Twixt female heart and heart ? — This self-same marriage 
Is aye what girlish fancy feeds on most ! 
Has thine a shepherd, Syhil ? — Nay, my turn 
To question 's come. [Evb starts. 

SYBIL. 

Not mine to answer you ; 

1 must needs know you hetter ere I trust you. 
Too much of youth is in your eye. You can 
Be angry, sir. Can he not, Eve ? 

EVE. 

A man 
Should aye he angry when he 's crossed. 

SYBIL {ctside), 

Sol so! 
There have heen hits and hridles here ! — 'Twere wisest 
To venture less, and watch more warily. [Sybil cmd Eve rise. 

(Aloud.) Well, sir, I hope your favour ; I have learned 
All that I thought could do you grace. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Thy learning 
Shall find its fit reward. They say thy hrother 
Is learned too, hut in a graver wise, 
For he is gentle— thou art gay and proud, 
Amhitious 

SYBIL. 

As my father's child should he. 

Gentle he is ; for as to pride, good lack ! 
The willow tree that murmuring hends and weeps 
O'er mournful streamlets, hath as much as he ! — 
Give him a hook ; clothe him in heggar's weeds, 
And scourge him with your heaviest hand the while. 
He will not heed the rags, the cold, the stripes, 
Nor man's contempt, nor maiden's scornful gihe ; 
But, poring sweetly o'er his prose or rhyme, 
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Declare the page is pointed passing keen, 
Nor know a pleasure or a pang distinct 
From those o* the dictionary. — Eve, he *11 fall 
Five fathom deep in love of thee ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD {tO Eve). 

Nay, heed not 
Her random mirth ! 

EVE (to Sybil). 

You have a charming wit, 
And mine would fain chime with it : yet, in sooth, 
I love not hookish men. 

STBIL. 

Av — sister Eve ? 
(Aside.) Is here another page for Wit to spell ? 
Thank Heaven I need no spectacles ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Here 's all 
Of wayward Woman's story — shaped hy tastes 
Discordant with her nature. Eve would wed 
Some six-foot son of Mars, — and hraver Syhil 
Choose a more quiet mate for Will to harness, 
And Wit to drive ! 

SYBIL. 

Heaven bless you, gentle father ! 
A quiet mate for me ! — As soon for you, 
Some threadbare darling of your schoolboy years. 
Gaily pranked out in yellow, pink, and blue. 
Wrinkled and rouged. When such you bring me home, 
Expect your quiet son-in-law. Till then 
A sprightlier choice, or none. 

SIR ARCHIBALD (aside). 

My schoolboy years ! 
Is this mere mockery, or a shot devised 
To prove what bolt most curiously can pierce 
A stranger's heart ? [A voice smging withmt. 

SYBIL. 

Ah I listen! 
MARQARET (a shodow passing the Oriel while she sings). 

Beneath the budt of May, 

You did most fairly woo me; 
October now it gray, 

Vet come you iu)t unto m£ : 
wot yov/r love a play 

To flatter mul wmlo me f 
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SIR ARCHIBALD. 

• / Who dares to sing 

f lOut ? — Ho ! Jeremy ! 

JEREMY (entering confusedly). 
(Aside.) 'Twas Margaret's voice ! 

Sm ARCHIBALD. 

Who dared that song ? — what minion ? — Canst not speak ? 

JEREMT (aside). 

How best appease him ? Was the child distraught 
To vent that ditty here ? — The very strain 
Her mother loved to sing him ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Speak ! Art deaf ? 
Art palsied ? 

SYBIL (approaching him). 

Sir, indeed you 're choleric ! 
I knew it, Eve ! 

EVE (dramng her aside). 

You must not look, or speak ; 
He hath some cause to loathe that very tune. 
A word, in mood like this, will drive him mad — 
'Twill pass, unless he 's thwarted. 

JEREMY. 

Please you, sir, 
I cannot say. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Thou canst not tell who sung ? 
List, then. — Proclaim my pleasure through the house, — 
That if that strain (thou knowest the why, old man ! ) 
Be dropped by milkmaid plodding with her pails, 
Or gardener's drudge, who knows no other tune, 
I '11 make a clean house of ye all — ^thyself 
The foremost ! [Exit Jeremy. 

(Aside.) No I — I came not home to be haunted ! — 
Back, memory, back ! (Aloud,) My Eve, I am not angry 
With thee. 

SYBIL. 

Nor me, sir, as I hope. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Nor thee, — 
But tropic suns have quickened so my blood. 
That sudden anguish pierces oft my brain. 
Forcing strange words from me. — The frenzy's past. 
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8YIUL (<uide). 

Another mesh i' the net ! — Had ever woman 

So Btrango a father ? {Aloud.) Well, I vow, I tremble, — 

Yoii should consult some learned physician, sir. 

»iii AUCIIII3ALI) (impatiently). 

No more on't — There 's a gentler voice without ! 

[A tUr is heard in the haU. 

Re-enter Jeremy. 
JEREMY. 

'Tis Master Albert come. 

SIR ARCUIBALD (nuhinff forward). 
My son come! — Now 
My life begins anew ; [Ife embraces Albbat, vfh4> enten. 

God bless thee, boy ! — 

Tableau, 
end of first act. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

A spacuyiu Terrace overlooking the Park, cmd comriMmica^ing with the HonM hy the 
oriel window, or a sashed door half open — on the other side of the stag/e, 
with the PUasa/wnce hy a flight of steps, — There are several oMrfoishumed 
stone benches on the Terrace, 

ErUerfrom the House Albert in disorder. 

ALBERT. 

Breathe, gentle airs, and soothe my jaded brain ! 
Sooth, 'tis most blessed, after all these hours 
Of watching eyes, and harsh commanding tones, 
Modes that I know not, morals I despise. 
To quaff a draught of silence. Why, the toil 
Of solitary herd-boy on the wolds, 
Or wading fowler of the willowy stream. 
Were easy rest, compared with these delights 
Of stately grandeur. Heavens ! can living men 
Thus dwindle down to puppets ? This is thraldom, 
This is abasement. 

Enter from the House Jeremy. 

JEBiEMY* 

Sir! 
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ALBERT {turning impatiently). 

What — spies to haunt 
My privacy ? 

Ah ! you should know me better. 
No spy in Jeremy. But ye are not dressed 
To welcome this brave company. 

ALBERT. 

I care not. 
I '11 to the park. (Aside.) Once in its night of shade, 
This old man cannot track me. 

JEREHT. 

consider, 
And show respect ! Lord Overbury comes 
Not for mere visit ; but, for aught you know. 
Some treaty for yourself, or even your father. 
He's not too old to wed, albeit 

ALBERT (sarcastically). 

True, true. 
And not too old for treaties ; 'tis his trade. — 
The merchant comes to port with hoards of wealth, 
Esteems a wife investment most discreet. 
Ransacks the market for the ware that suits. 
Resolves the interest by the Rule of Three, 
Then makes his offer. When thou canst obtain 
One breath of Summer for the ice-bound King 
Who, dying, pants for June, then talk of Love 
And treaties ! 

JEREMY. 

Ah ! you would never stoop to learn 
Arithmetic. 

ALBERT. 

He'd make a treaty, too. 
If I have skill to read his constant praise, 
'Twixt me and Mistress Eve : well- taught, be sure, — 
Timid and prudish, with the flush of fear 
Masking the wiles of a grey trafficker I 

JEREMY. 

! but you wrong an honest heart to think 

That Mistress Eve intrigues ; more pure, more modest. 

More dainty in the nice reserves of sex. 

Which only libertines (not you) disdain. 

Was never maiden. Come, you 're petulant. 

This new life irks you. What if I could offer 

A taste of something better ? 

c 2 
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ALBERT. 

I am irked 
With thj discourse. Begone. 

JEREMY (producing a billet). 

Shall this discourse 
Instead ? 

ALBERT (snatching the billet). 

What is't ? dear, hlessed Jeremy ! 
Mine oldest, only friend ! 

JEREHT. 

It is a hreach 
Of duty. Master Albert, but my last. 
Were not the maid so sharply 'stressed 

ALBERT. 

What say'st thou ? 
[He tears open the lette 
JEREMY (aside). 

I taught him how to ride. I showed him first 
His letters in a book. No, 'tis no sin, 
For Love mil find its way ! 

ALBERT (reading the letter). 

Almighty Heaven ! 

JEREMY. 

What moves ye so ? Is Mistress Margaret sick ? 

ALBERT (reading). 

Here *s some strange mystery — a sad farewell 
For ever — leaves this neighbourhood at dawn. 
For house of some harsh cousin or griping aunt. — 
So ! when the web unwinds not, why, a man 
Will cut it first, and after count the cost. 
I '11 wed that maid to-night. 

JEREMY. 

But that you jest 

ALBERT. 

By 

JEREMY. 

! forbear an oath 1 to swear in haste 
Is to defy Eternal Truth,* " whose councils 
** Yield not to boaster's peremptory will. 

ALBERT. 

** Yet hear me swear" 

JEREMY. 

Think how your father swore. 
And never will forgive. 

• The lines marked by inverted commas are omitted in representation. 
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ALBERT. 

Tell me of father ! 
What is*t ? A word to censure with — a curh 
To hold in fools — a signet to affix 
To treaties. What hath ^* father '* done for me ? 
Watched he the tossings of my feverish hed ? 
Tempered he my crude fancies with the thoughts 
Of Love's own genial wisdom ? It is they 
Who rule unseen the hosom's inmost chords, 
And with a touch make them discourse at will, 
Concords of Love, or dissonance of Hate, 
Who claim that name in deed, and not in word. 
The heart, and not the hody, is the dehtor. 
When Love and Duty are the pajTiiasters ; 
Were he in presence now, I 'd tell him so. 
In face of all his treaties ! 

Why, he comes, 
With Mistress Eve upon his arm ; I pray you, 
Betray me not. [Eadt Jbrbmt to House. 

ALBERT. 

I am too full of pride 
To face his questioning. [Qomg. 

ErUer from the Garden ^in. Archibald amd Evs, the latter with an apron full 

of flowers. 

SIB ARCHIBALD. 

Whither so fast. 
Son ? I would speak with thee. 

ALBERT {reluctantly — aside). 

Would I were deaf ! 

EVE {disengaging herself from Sir Archibald's arm). 

Your leave, sir ; I am gone ! 

albert {to Eve). 

Pray you, keep with us. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Stay, Eve, since he entreats thee. 

EVE. 

Nay, sweet guardian, 
I have to dress the guest-chamher with flowers ; 
For once I 'm disobedient. [JSW< Eve to the House. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Is she not 
Air, sprmg, and sunshine ? Good, my poet son, 
Was ever aught like Eve ? 
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ALBERT ((ibsenily). 
Sir — 'tis three weeks 
Since 1 first saw her ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (<uide). 

No lore here, that 's right ! 
They were ill-paired. ( With greater kindness.) Mj Alhert, I have roc 
Thy mood fantastic ; thou must now conform 
To mine, by speech explicit. — I must have thee 
Well-mated — not for money 

ALBERT. 

Ah ! I said 
You would not ask for gold ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Still less for love. 

ALBERT. 

Sweet heaven ! and not for love ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

For calm esteem, 
Nice fitness, fond regard. Love 's but a ware 
That babes and idiots traffic in. — Look up ! 
Ay, is it so ? Does Wisdom speak too late ? 
Well, well, — rehearse thy Corydon's complaint 
Of a coarse sire's impatience. Thou wouldst pant, 
And pine, and pray and string a twelvemonth's rhymes. 
Ere thou daredst tell the echoes of thy heart 
The name thou lovest. Presume the thing is so ; 
This month, a year ; this England, Arcady ; 
And so it is : — and thou hast known me long — 
You poets are the sole magicians left. 

ALBERT {aside). 

Nay, if he mock a hint, what cruel scorn 

Would meet my full confession ! [ffe drops Margaret's lette, 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Yet, beware I 
(Half aside,) This blooming spring reminds me, this old terrace 
Recalls the agony — the shame !• 



•(Aloud,) My boy, 



I use the right which cold experience wins 
From by-past torture. — Why, this Love 's at best 
A lie, a trap— a spear made sharp to pierce 
The breast — a kiss from sweetly-poisoned lips ; 
Sure prelude to remorse, slow argument 
For vengeance ! — I loved once, methought, and once 
Had Love torn from me — sold, when I stood by ! 
And the world laughingly looked on, to spy 
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How soon my heart would break ! — 

No more ! If thou 
Must seek the snare like all the rest, mtist rush 
Across the scorching ploughshares, fanatic 

In thine own charm Come, let me read the rhyme, 

For rhyme there is, and lo ! (lifting the letter) already here. 
Altars and flames and darts. 

ALBERT. 

Great Heaven ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Not thine ? 
A lady's writing : pardon, gentle son ; 
Gasp not, nor turn thou crimson — red or pale — 
'Tis sacred. He 's no father, who shall force 
The secrets of his child. 

ALBERT {(iside). 

Now I must speak ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (folding up the letter). 

Take it, my boy ! — 

What see I ? this device 
I should remember ; 'twas a New Year's gift. 
The year I was nineteen. Fie ! mine eyes dim. 
Go ! Go ! {Tearing the letter pasgumaldy. 

ALBERT. 

Your pleasure, sir. 
SIR ARCHIBALD (recovering himself). 

My pleasure, truly ! 
I ask no question — will have no reply. 

But hear me speak, and lay my words to heart — (a short pause). 
That signet (well I know there is but one) 
Attests a vow, engraven on my soul 
Through years of heavy days and sleepless nights, 
A solemn vow that binds my son through me, 
Leaving him free to choose, throughout the world. 
Its strangest colour, its least human creed — 
A gipsy — a street-minstrel (if thy fancy 
Stoop thee to such poetics) — or some court dame. 
Tawdry and false and free — or, even, Disease, 
Age, — nay, Ill-Fame ! I care not, she shall be 

My daughter, I will make a countess of her ! 

But, as I stand upon my father's lands. 

But as I see mine own ancestral woods, 

Hear me, in face of Heaven, and them, and thee. 

By thy quick youth, by mj& deliberate age. 

Swear, thou becomest an alien from my heart. 

An outcast disinherited, — th' abhorred 
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Of pious men, the doomed of Heayen august » 
For moDstrous disobedience, if thou wed 
The daughter of 

Enter from th6 Jlouie Jbiudit. 

JEREMY. 

Lord Overburj, sir. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Fool ! to break iu. Lord Overburj, thou saidst ? 

JEREMT. 

And ¥nth him, sir, a brave young spark. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

I bade 
No other 

JEREMT. 

He 's of the sort who come unbidden 
And stay beyond desire. Sir, ere he well 
Had plumed himself on 'lighting from the coach. 
He took old Prudence with so blithe a smack, 
I heard it at the buttery door. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Fie ! these are freedoms 
For taverns, not for noble houses ! 

JEREMY (half aside). 

Ah! 
Have ye forgot the duties of your station ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Where be these guests ? 

JEREMY . 

In the south parlour, sir. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Acquaint my daughter, and sweet Mistress Eve. [Exit Jerj 

Gentle son Albert, follow, when it likes thee. 
But, in thine ear and in thine heart — remembei' ! 

[Exit &IR Archib 

ALBERT. 

So ! this brings on the crisis of my fate ! 
Another word had bound me fast the slave 
Of haughty pride and hate implacable. 
What are his feuds to me ? Am I to don 
And doff his quarrels as his anger pleases ? 
Forbid it, my sweet saint ! — But how escape ? 
For I .*11 not take a penny of his wealth 
To abet my disobedience. And yet — to fly 
Without the smallest means to buv her head 
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A fitting shelter from the cold night rain 

No more ; come weal, come woe, V\\ rescue her, 
Myself, too, from this peril. Fare you well ! 
Sire of a month ! Sweet love of all my life, 

I come 

EnUer gaily La Roque /rom the Hovse, 

LA BOQUE. 

You do ! — Why, there 's a tragic start 
To shake a playhouse down ! Well, if you come. 
What come you for, old college mate ? 

ALBERT. 

La Roque ! 
Hast fallen from heaven ? 

LA ROQUE. 

If Paradise he found 
(As easy-captured PhiUises conceive) 
In my Lord s coach ; I have. 

ALBERT. 

Thou knowest my Lord ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Where be thy wits ? — My Lord who took a fancy 
To the poor slave in Gripeall's den, when thou 
Wast Poet, and thine humble servant Wit, — 
And for his pleasure in my saucy tongue, 
Refreshed my threadbare coat — and made me half 
Buffoon, half secretary 

ALBERT. 

Is this Lord Overbury ? 

LA ROQUE. 

The same most worthy Peer. — He brings me now 
To kill his time, and make his speeches 

ALBERT. 

Still 
The old, loose, merry madcap ! — Dear La Roque ! 
I stand in most tremendous juncture here 
And need thine help. 

LA ROQUE. 

Why, man, I sought thee straight. 
Leaving my Lord without one single thought 
To trade on in mine absence, by sharp straits 
Constrained to ask thine aid. 

ALBERT. 

Alas ! old mate, 
I am all powerless here. My father 

LA ROQUE. 

Is 

Just what a father should not be — too old 
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To crony with, too young to cheat. From him 
I seek thy hest protection. 

ALBERT. 

Thou? 

LA ROQUE. 

Attend 
But to a modest half of what I say ; 
Nor look like shepherd prying in a brook : — 
My love for thy bright sister is a thing 
Of years, thou knowest. 

ALBERT (ahstrcictedly), 

0, never measure time ! 
Ere I was bom I loved her I 

LA ROQUE. 

That's a new fact 
In natural history I But not to jest, 
I spoke of Sybil ; told thee that her whimsies 
Outnimiber Cleopatra's. 

ALBERT. 

Well 

LA ROQUE. 

Her last 
Is, that I make acquaintance with her sire 
As a mere stranger : thou dost mark 

ALBERT. 

Each word — 
Be sure I will ! — And thou, my best La Roque, 
Canst spare (it is but for a little month) 
Fifty gold pieces ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Pearl of listening friends I 
'Twas ever thus ! Thou hadst nor eye, nor ear, 
Except for some big wonder of thine own ; 
Come, then, unlade thy wallet of its cares ; 
And I will listen — even as thou hast done ! 

ALBERT. 

Thou knowest my love ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Will my ears e'er forget 
The one and thousand verses thou hast set 
To ** the all-perfect charms of Mar-ga-ret ? " 

ALBERT. 

She writes to me in some portentous strait, 
So we must hence to-night ! 
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LA ROQUE. 

Most logical ! 
It is our duty bound to run away 
With all who ask us. Ye must hence to-night. 

ALBERT. 

Hush I 

LA ROQUE. 

Oh ! I take ; — and secretly 



ALBERT. 

My sire 
Hath cursed the maiden for her mother's sake. 

LA ROQUE. 

A promising outset ! Sure he should have left 

His curses in his ledgers clasped o'er sea ; 

Your gentleman may swear to point his talk, 

Which else were dull ; but cursing hath gone out 

With toasts and tankards. Cure him on 't. — But wherefore 

Borrow of me ? Keeps he thy purse so bare ? 

ALBERT. 

His money shall not aid me. There 's a curse 
On every coin ! 

LA ROQUE. 

A poet's view of the matter ! 
Were but a coin on every curse, I 'd pray 
For father, blustering like an Algerine. 
And thou art sworn, despite of curse and coin. 
To wed thy rosebud ? 

ALBERT. 

Ay, she 's mine ! for wealth, 
For poverty ! 

LA ROQUE. 

0, most unselfish lover ! 
But not to palter with the sick suspense 
** Which makes thy knees knock, and thy lips like chalk/' 
The gold is thine — shall be in half-an-hour. 
{Aside.) Heaven knoweth how it shall ! 

ALBERT. 

Thanks ! blessings ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Stay ; 
One small condition to the loan. 

ALBERT. 

A thousand ! 
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LA ROQUE. 

Tifl but to treat me aa strange this only day, — 
To know me as Lord 0?erbury*s friend. 
Nor less, nor more. 

ALBERT. 

Thou would 'st not trick my sister ? 

LA ROQUE. 

To cure her, ay. — That I have been so wild. 

That I am still a thing like shifting air 

Turned by a flaunting feather, lies upon 

That dear, proud head of hers ! Once make her mine. 

And thou shalt see me graver than the Vicar 

Who reads the homily on matrimony 

With such a penitential snuffling voice. 

As if a burial-psalm and it were one. — 

Listening ! Attentive still to agony ! — 

Begone ! Prepare thee for thy duteous flight. 

Then come back for thy gold. 

[Exit Albert, La RoqvR pudUng him <nU, 

LA ROQUE (laughing). 

So from the field 
Moves off one hindrance — Mistress Eve hath promised — 
And he can tell no tales — Now, haughty Sybil — 
** Meet we like strangers .' " I obey you, madam ! 
And look well to your pride ! for, sans conceit, 
I know, methinks, a maid that loves La Roque ; 
And if he pique her not her love to show. 
Call him a lack- wit, not a worthy mate. 

For such a spirit of fire ! — What next ? (Looking out,) Lord ! 
The noble friend of the poor gentleman ! — 
Fie ! 'tis a base and apish part I play ! 

Enter Lord Overbubt from the House. 

Well, my good Lord, how fare you ? Have you yet 
Unpacked your merriment ? — have you been crossed ? — 
Or lack you appetite ? 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Fatigued, La Roque, 
To indigestion ! 

LA ROQUE (pityingly). 

Why, this country life 's 
A coarse imposture ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

*Tis indeed, La Roque. 

LA ROQUE. 

Spirit and wit are of the town. Green fields 
Were made for vegetables. Stay here a week, 
And I shall see you sprout ! You like your host ? 
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LORD OVERBURY. 

Lord ! La Roque ! The stiffest piece of pride ! 
A pompous Puritan — half-show, half-sermon. 

LA ROQUE. 

He must he managed, — taught his proper place 
One hundred years behind the fashion, — cured 
Of his pragmatic whims. There 's no one else 
Can do it Uke Lord Overburj. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Ay! 
Thou knowest the world, La Roque ! thou knowest the world ! 
Thou should *st have seen his antiquated bow, 
And heard him how he mouthed — Lord ! Thine arm ! 

1 '11 lean on *t while I yawn What shall we do 

Till dinner-time ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Go walking in the garden, 
To pick ourselves a pair of nosegays ? 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Walk! 
0, monstrous ! in this sun ! It matters not. 
For skins so brown as thine ; but I must care 
For my complexion ; so the world expects. 

LA ROQUE. 

Shall we sing madrigals, my Lord ? 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Sing madness ? 
Don't the Signoras sing ? 

LA ROQUE. 

And don't we pay 
Enough to hear them ? 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Had we only dice ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Was ever Lord as lucky as yourself ? 

You call and lo ! they come. [TcMng dice from his pocket. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Dear, provident rogue ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Think you I travel in such desert lands 
Without the bare necessities of life ? — 
See ! — there 's a seat just fitting. [^ey sit dovni. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Come, the stake — 
(Egad I the fancy tickles me !) We '11 play for 
The first sweet taste of Mistress Sybil's lips. 
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LA ROQUR (starting). 

My Lord ! 
Have you then seen her ? 

LORD OVERBURY. 

No : she^s heaping on 
Her grand clothes to astonish me — like faUier, 
Like child — some consequential country Miss, 
Buckram in mien, in heart a very rake, 
Who knows that heaven and honey mean the lips 
Of a St. James *s heau ! 

Enter Sybil leading on Eve ; theypatue. 
LA ROQUE. 

Is she like that ? 
Why, then, — the stake's not worth your Lordship's skill. 
I 'd rather throw for fifty yellow-boys, 
Than all the Sybils in the shire. You'll win ; 
You always do, my Lord. Fifty gold pieces ! — 
And Mistress Sybil leave to such as care 
To condescend 

SYBIL. 

Indeed ! My humblest thanks 
For your respect, most noble gentlemen ! 
These men of rank are all alike, my dear. 
When ladies turn their backs. Well, we can trick them 
As shrewdly in our turns. Let 's not perceive them. 
They will say more anon. 

EVE. 

But, madam — (aside) — 
She sees him not ! (Aloud.) What if perchance they say 
Somewhat — pray let us walk another way ! 

SYBIL. 

No way but this ; and tiptoe — Shamefaced child. 
To hang back blushing thus ! What is a Lord, 
And a Lord's friend ? Out on thee ! Only think 
That thou beholdest, o'er the garden hedge. 
Two lambs at play. 

EVE. 

Lambs ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Flay ! — 'Tis now thy turn. 
I always win. — Thou wilt not beat my cast. 
Thou should'st have staked the kisses, not the gold. 
Master La Roque ! 

SYBIL. 

What ! Eve ! — Th' audacious wretch 
Come back ! 
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EVE. 

Indeed, I prayed of you to choose 
Another walk. 

SYBIL. 

Thou knew'st that he was there ? 
And sitting at his ease, like any prince ! 
Tlitts force me ? Never. — Has my father guessed ? 
(Thou art my father's secret-keeper) — Ha ! 
They turn at last. Support me, Sex and Pride, 
I *11 strike him dead with a look ! 

LA ROQUE {rising f stiU tvith his hack to the Ladies). 

Won, won, for once ! 
And instant payment, an it please your purse. 

LORD OVERBURY (Hsing), 

Why, hast thou gathered from our merchant lord 
His filthy punctuality ? — Look there ! — 
Good morrow, charming lady ! 

SYBIL (curtseying). 

Sir I 

LORD OVERBURY [passing Sybil and saluting Eve). 

Foregad I 
A delicate morsel, with that rustic air. 

And wild-rose red. (Advancing fo Eve.) I must not be a stranger. 
Let me myself present Lord Overbury 
To Mistress Sybil Harcourt. 

eve. 

Pray you, sir ! 

LA ROQUE (aside). 

Heaven bless his wisdom ! So, my stately queen, 

You 're learning Pride's first lesson. (Aloud.) Pray, my Lord, 

Present me, too. 

LORD OVERBURY (tO Eve). 

Here 's a young friend of mine 
Craves leave to kiss your shoe-tie, if your feet 
Invisible have room for such a thing. 
La Roque, admire this lady ! 

SYBIL (aside). 

This is insult. 
What triumph in his stare ! (Aloud.) Lord Overbury 

LORD OVERBURY. 

I ' faith ! Another sun ! 

Enter Sir Archibald. 
SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Pardon, my Lord ! 
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My daughter, here, hath entertained you well, 
I trust 

LORD OVERBURT. 

Your daughter here ! That splendid woman 
Your daughter ? — with the breeding of a Court ; 
She was not with you in your exile ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD (stemly). 

No,— 
And hence the graces you commend. What 's this ? 
How came these tools of mischief here ? \Taket up the dice. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

With us 
They came. What better could one do ? My friend 
La Roque and I have thrown, — and as I Ve lost 
Fifty gold pieces, and my purse is left 
Behind — ^you' 11 lend me them. 

LA ROQUE {(iside). 

Ay ! and he will. — 
** Your newly rich man never dares to show 
** The niggard hand." 

SIR ARCHIBALD {taking out a purse). 

Sir, though I would not choose 
Such pastimes for my terrace, — ^you will find, 
I think 

LORD OYERBURT (handing the purse to La Roque). 

Precisely so — La Roque, you *re paid. 

LA ROQUE (aside). 

And my young poet after all elopes 

By the abetting of his sire. Lord ! Lord ! 

What fools we are to say ** we wnW," when Fate 

Hangs o'er us, like the air, invisible, 

Yet all-pervading ! 

SYBIL (to Sir Arohibald, pointing towards La Roque). 

Is yonder gentleman 
A guest of yours ? — not mine 

sir ARCHIBALD. 

Daughter — what moves thee 
Thus, in a stranger's presence ? Knowest thou aught 
To his discredit ? Is ho not a stranger ? 

SYBIL and LA ROQUE. 

A total stranger I 

HIH AIUMIIHALD. 

Evo ! Thoro *b mystery hero. — 
Know'st thou this gentleman ? 
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EVE (confusedly). 

(Aside,) What best to say 
'Twixt truth and treachery ? (Aloud.) Sir, he 's very handsome ! 

[Tkey laugh. 
LORD OVEBBURY. 

Poor, weak-eyed child ! 

STBIL (forcing a laugh). 

Poor Eve ! (Aside.) The fool looks pleased ; 
How I stand here at fault! (Aloud.) Lord Overbury, 
Welcome, a thousand times ! We 're dying here 
For something new. Came you from town ? You did, 
Your 'broidery answers for you. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Ah ! You have eyes I 

SYBIL. 

Yet, dress your best, a man is ne'er equipped 

Without a lady*s favour. (Aside,) Does he mark me ? 

[Takes a Jhtoer from her bosom and places it in Lord Overbury *s 
button-hole. 

There, now, you *re perfect ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Charming ! 0, too charming ! 
I see you 'd have me lose my heart again. — 
Where were you reared ? Forgive my daring lips ! 

[Kisses her hand. 
SYBIL (curtseying). 

Sir, my poor merits 

Enter Jbremt. 

JEREMY. 

The table waits ye, sirs. 

SIR ARCHIBALD, 

Let me, then, lead the way. — You take my daughter ; 
Master La Roque shall bring my little Eve. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

But where *s your son ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

My Lord ! he *s at the age 
When boys will ramble unconstrained 

LORD OVERBURY. 

From eyes 
As bright as these ? — Dear lady, at your pleasure. 

[Eoeit Sir Archibald, followed by Lord Overburt leading Sybil. 

LA ROQUE. 

Now, Mistress Eve, I shall not burn you ! 
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EVE. 

Pray 
Go in, and leave me hero — I 'm somewhat faint ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Ah ! that 's too plain ! You do not like jour partner, — 

Are looking for his cloven foot and tail. — 

You '11 know me hotter ! — Well, 1 11 not torment you ; 

Besides I 'd see how Mistress Sjhil thrives 

In her new chase of grandeur. Shall I say 

That you arc faint ? 

EVE. 

I will not trouble you. 
Pray 

LA ROQUE. 

Well, I 'm gone — ^yet stay — should Albert come, 
Give him this purse — there 's life and death upon *t. 

EVE (rejecting the purse). 
Sir! 

LA ROQUE. 

By all your hopes 
Of love requited, fail not. [He forces U upon her, gaily, 

Ee-enter Sybil. 
SYBIL. 

Mistress Eve, 
Come you not to the table ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Madam, your sister 
Is seized with sudden faintness — would have fallen 
Had not mine arm supported her. 

SYBIL. 

La Roque ! 

LA ROQUE. 

You know me, madam ? Did not bid us meet 
As total strangers ? Come, we but detain 
Your guests : I follow you ! 

SYBIL. 

Good heaven ! for this, 
If I wring not his heart! — Sir, {curtseying very low) at your 
service. {Exeimt La Roqub and Sybil. 

EVE. 

What have I done that all these mysteries 
Should fix on me for centre ? Am I false ? 
Or is 't my heart's sweet secret that calls down 
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This trial, and because I fain would hide 

From all — ^myself the most — ^the master-thought 

Of my whole being, Justice doth ordain 

That I must share in other men's deceits ? — 

What must I think of this ? Ah ! well-a-day ! 

He 's not so guilty in his stratagem 

To approach the maid he Iotos, being court-bred ! 

Angels of Truth ! protect me from myself. 

Ere, lapt in Love's bewildering sophistries, 

I cease to know the shapes of right and wrong ! — 

What must I do ? {Looks at the purse.) All solemnly he spake. 

No ! I 'm too deep already — ^lie thou there — {Lays the jmrae d<nim. 

Guiltless at least of this ! 

Enter Albert. 
ALBERT. 

So ! Mistress Eve ! 
And waiting ? How beguile her hence ? 

EVE (aside). 

His eyes 
Are wild and haggard. (Aloud») Will you not go in ? 
They asked for you — I tarry here. 

ALBERT. 

And where 's 
La Roque ? 

EVE. 

At table, sir. 

ALBERT. 

And has forgot me ? 
Well, then, without his aid \Ooing. 

EVE (aside), 

'Twas pale despair 
Flashed o'er his forehead ! 0, if life and death 
Indeed be in this business ! (Aloud.) Master Albert, 
Stay (pointing to the purse), there 's a token he has left behind him 
That I should give you. 

ALBERT. 

This La Roque hath left ! 
And you have stayed to guard it ! On my knees 
Pardon, I read your angel heart so ill ; 
And may the powers that never failed true love, 
Bless yours in turn ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (loithout). 

But where 's my little Eve ? 
Fainted, you said ? 

D 2 
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ALBERT. 

His voice ! Let him disown me. 
What 'b all his gold ? I win her ! 

EVE. 

Heavens ! 

ALBERT. 

Say thou 
To dear La Roque, I am gone. iSxit Albek. 

Enter Sir Archibald. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Was Alhert here ? 

EVE. 

He was, sir, — woe is me ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Woe ! have ye parted 
In anger ? 

EVE. 

0, sir, no. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Then never heed 
Though he he strange and liker to a comet, 
Than such a fixed star as little Eve 
Would choose to worship in her heart of hearts. 
What is 't to thee ? The world 's bewitched to-day ; 
I scarce, myself, can hear to sit beside 
My guests. — Come in, come in. Beware all poets ! 
A thriftless race and vagabond ! Come in. 

[Exit Sir Archibald, leading Evi 



END OP SECOND ACT. 
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ACT m. 

SCENE I. 

An old decaying Room i/n a London Latoyer^s Chambers, com/immicating with an 
inner Cabinet. — A large quantity of books and papers thrown about, as in 
disorder, — A desk, wnd a chest half -opened beside it, are in the fwegnrwnd. 

Enter La Roque. 
LA ROQUE. 

What, ho ! — is Law defunct ? Hath Usury gone 
To journey through the wilderness she hath made 
Of fat estates ? Extortioners ! — What, ho I 
Are ye asleep, or scour the town for prey ? 
Or do ye turn invisihle, when men 
Whose wits are all they own, come horrowing ? 
When was it thus before in Gripeall's den 
Ante meridiem ? 

Enter Albert from the CcMnet, with his wrmfvU, of parchments. 

ALBERT. 

Sir, your pleasure ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Thou 
For Coke changed Shakspeare ? — of thine own accord 
Come back to the old spider *s web ? 

ALBERT. 

Compulsion, 
Not choice, hath wiUed it so. I must not live 
As idly as in th' old and dreamy days 
When I was bachelor. 

LA ROQUE. 

I could have sworn it I 
The need is old as Time, and clear as day, 
For those who wed to preach to those whose luck 
Is less domestic. Come ! thy homily 
* Gainst wild La Roque, the sinner ! 

Enter Margaret, with her armsfvU of parchments, from the CoMnet. 

MARGARET. 

Here be all ; — 
None left behind. — Now, prithee, rest I 

LA ROQUE. 

Hey-day I 
Clerk here as well as parson ? 
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ALBERT. 

•Tis my wife. 
D«ftr, wild La Roqiie, I would thou wert so blest ! 
(;ouldi»t thou but know the cheery part ahe takes 
Ih all my toils ! 

LA UUQUB. 

I *m a yery wretch 
In presence of such worth ! — But (give me leave) 
*Tis a strange bower for Beauty's honeymoon ! 
Doth Master Gripeall teach you to engross ? 
Mutlunks you have already proved your skill, 
Hwoot Mistress Ilarcourt, on my friend ! 

MARGARET. 

You 're merry, 
And welcome for your mirth. We are not here 
Too blithe to-day. 

LA ROQUE. 

What ! quarrels ! — Out ! so soon ? 
The man is wrong who givcth not his bride 
Her whole imperious will : the woman vrrong 
Who boants a will her husband had not first — 
Ho both are much to blame ! 

ALBERT. 

You knew not then 
That Master Gripeall 's dead ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Dead I— What was 't killed him 1 
Home patched-up uuarrel ? — some just verdict ? — some 
Too generous meal ? 

ALBERT. 

Merely old age. This chance 
Falls out like all the rest, and drives me hence 
Elsewhere to seek a maintenance. 

MARGARET. 

And feel 
How his hand burns ! He rises in the night 
To put in order all those dreary scrolls. 
Though fever 's on him, and he scarce can stand ; 
But this strange urgency from Woodwells brooks 
Nor question, nor excuse. 

Albert seats himaelf at the desk and begins to occupy himself ammg the deeds, 

LA ROQUE. 

„ - What urgency 

i?rom Woodwells 'i Scarce a week since I was there ! 
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MABOARET. 

I know not, but Lord Overbury writes 
For all his parchments. 

LA ROQUE. 

Writes I His pen away ! 
His speUing book ! his noddle ! — What ! do fools 
In dotage turn out scribes ? 

MAROAKET. 

Most pressing, sir, 
The need appears. A man and horse were sent, 
With orders strict to bear the whole away. 
The list is nigh complete. 

LA ROQUE. 

What 's in the wind ? 
New mortgages ? 

MARGARET. 

A wedding, sir, perchance ; 
There was some word, too, of a notary sent ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Heaven bless your sweet simplicity ! My Lord 
Marry without my leave ! Punch dance one fling 
Without the knave that pulls the strings ! 

ALBERT {from the desk). 

It skills not, 
I lose all count — My brain swims, and my fingers 
Will trace no word. 

MARGARET. 

Rest, mine own love ! Give me 
The pen. 

LA ROQUE. 

Or me ! — What ! stand beside to admire 
Those pretty fingers stained with ink ? That 's not 
My creed ! — Come, come ! I 'U soon complete your task — 
You sit and sigh the while. [Seating himseffat the denL 

This ink ! 

ALBERT. 

The same 
Kind heart as ever ! 

LA ROQUE (stooping over the chest). 

The old mouldy smell 
Of happy hopes and virtuous purposes 
Wrinkled by Craft to mummies. Pah ! No wonder 
Our poet-friend, there, faints ! I do protest 
It turns my conscience sick. This chest hath come 
From Gripeall's deepest crypt of fraud ! 
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iiAiioAUKT (aniilc to Albert, wiam ike mffmt^l 

CoddDoC 

ALBERT. 

Nu I no ! A thooBaDd reftaou 
'I'm tiiil» iiiir (loHpflrato cane, ilo must not knov 
Tlmi W0 WMi'ti rohbud. Let onco thii Bickness 
Aim! I'vu a tliotiNiind nchotnoB to make it good. 
Aru ma Miii Ititru toK^thor 'if 

MARGARET. 

Ay ! — ^for life f — 
Oil, Imiw ilitt httttrtw of Momo aro hard I 

I. A MugliH {tprlnffhig to hit feet mth a deed in his hamdti. 

Why, rirs! 
Why, MtNi'ii mill ifartorH I Ood-ha'-mercy ! 

MARGARET. 

Sore 
Thurit 'm iioIhoii ht tho ohoiit I How his face works ! 
VVhiit hiivo yuu found ? 

LA JtOQUE. 

Ay — now I know tho why» 
My Lord I yuu woro of Qripoall ho afraid — 
And whurttfuru — —. 

'Tis no droam ! — Alhert ! — His wife! 

Hold nm, hmt I g>^w nmd ! — Hurra ! hurra ! 
1 am nut baMoly horn I 

Both. 
La Roquo ! 

LA UOQUE. 

No more 
La Roquo ! I say, Lord Overbury ! 

Hero 's gold ! here *s life I hero *s glory ! — *Tis the warrant 
Of my poor mother's marriage. Look ! 

MARGARET {reading over his shoulder). 

'* Certificate/' 
How came this here ? 

LA ROQUE. 

The elder brother's child ! 
My father, that man's brother ! She would tell me 
A thousand times, that I was come of a Lord, 
And of the deed by villany purloined ! 
They laughed—for who believed her ? 

MARGARET. 

Where ? 
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LA ROQUE. 

Why, look you, 
At Nice ! — he died there. 'Tis a life ago 
Ere I was born ! Here 's the whole story, clear 
As noon at midsummer, by Gripeall stored, 
To keep his noble client on the rack. 
Chapter ! and verse ! and line ! and word ! — Nay — nay ! 
I '11 never give it from my hands ! 

ALBERT. 

'Tis true ! 

LA ROQUE. 

And signed — and sealed ! — Thou royal deed of deeds ! 
Thou chest of chests ! — Shall we not dance round it ? 
0, Sybil ! Sybil ! wilt thou dare to scorn 
Mine empty purse, my blotted 'scutcheon, now ? — 
kinsman ! does your wine shake in your glass 
With prescient dread ? 

ALBERT. 

No wonder that my Lord 
Hath always kept you near him ; — ^felt, perchance, 
A dim remorse. 

LA ROQUE. 

Hang the old libertine ! 
He feel remorse ; who gives to get again — 
Whom but a surfeit drives to whine his prayers ! 
Had but his fingers pith, he has the heart 
To wring the neck of all that cross his way ! 
And yet I liked the wretch, because I ruled him 
And made him laugh. No wonder that he wrote 
So eager for his deeds ! 

MARGARET. 

Blest chance you came ! 

LA ROQUE. 

For her — for me — for you ! — They do not know 
At Woodwells you are harboured here ? — My Lord, 
He knows not ? — Shall I ever learn to call 
Myself *' My Lord ? " Sybil ! 

MARGARET. 

No one knows 
Save good old Jeremy. 

LA ROQUE. 

Then look you hide 
This blessed news, until most righteous law 
Assures my heritage past doubt. Meanwhile, 
I '11 laugh, and cry, and sing ! — What shall I give you ? 
What lack you most ? 
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ALBERT. 

Joy to jour heart of gold ! 
Forgive me, that I bear my part so ill. 
But there *8 a strange and sad oppression broods — 
Dear Margaret, I must home. [Going 

LA KOQUE. 

And I must hence. 
A beast ! — to make so riotous a brawl 
When a dear friend is sick ! Keep your hearts up ! 
There 's nothing strange since poor La Roque grew rich ! 
There 's nothing sad his money shall not cure ! 
All 's safe ! — farewell ! 

MARGARET. 

Farewell — and joy to you ! 

[Ejeeunt Albert and Margaub 

LA ROQUE (calling after them). 

Keep your hearts up ! 

First to my man of law, 
And then to Woodwells like the wind ! — Sybil ! 
Here 's vengeance with a vengeance ! [Exit La Roqu 



SCENE II. 

The Corridor at Woodwells. 
Enter Sib Archibald. 



SIR ARCHIBALD. 

So this is rest ! so this the haven sought ! 

So this the promised home ! Ye childless sires, 

Who weary Heaven for heirs — ye slaves, who waste 

Your manhood toiling for a rich old age : 

Envy my bliss, and pray till your hearts break, 

And heap up gold gainst such a blessed time 

Of duty and delight ! My poet-son 

Will see my face no more — so much he fears 

The ways of worldly men ! So let it be. 

I take not back my curse. — My gorgeous daughter 

Holds in such scorn the love of silly girls. 

She'll wed old age. 'Tis foul — 'tis past belief ! 

Some pressing reason — Is't mere hate of thrall. 

Or lurks some real appetite beneath 

This taste diseased ? Can there be worse to hide ? 

She flies all questioning — her voice is veiled ; 

Her every motion trained to carelessness 



SCENE n.] OLD LOVE AND NEW FORTUNE. 43 

By some o'ermastering purpose. — Hark ! she comes 
Hurrying to own, perchance — No ! 'tis the old 
Check when she meets me ! 

Enier, very alowlpf Sybil, superbly dresaed, 

Sybil ! what is this ? 

SYBIL. 

This ! — 0, my robe ! — Had you forgot we sign 

The settlements ? Would you have me meet my Lord, 

As milkmaid might the gardener's ruddy son, 

With scraps of rural ribbon in my hair. 

Or savoury posy ? Fie ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

0, do not be 
So gay with me ! Thy laugh rings false ; thine eye 
Is glancing here and there with restless fire ; 
Thou art not happy in this marriage, Sybil ! 
Draw back ; we yet have time ! 

STBIL. 

Draw back from joy, 
From greatness, from high station ! — Sir, I bear 
Too close a likeness to your haughty self. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

This is delusion, not content ! So young. 

And choose that withered, decked-out skeleton, — 

Think of his age ! 

SYBIL. 

Is age so dark a crime ? 
Does your ward think so, sir ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Sybil, have done ! 
Thy shameless taunt deserves that I should leave thee 
To thy perverted will. 

SYBIL. 

Why, father mine, 
You have this twenty years ! — too late to rein 
Its sportings now. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

0, SybU ! 1 11 not chide 
Thy bitter speech ! — I 've sown the seed, and, lo I 
The harvest grown. — Does this indecent haste 
Raise no suspicions ? 

SYBIL. 

Is't so strange, good sir, 
My Lord should fear to lose me ? Has he time 
To wait ? I *m ready, hand and heart : but long 
To have the turmoil over. 
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SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Rather say 
To haye it begin. — What new advance, to change 
This perverse mood ? So profligate a man ! 
Canst thou be blind or deaf ? 

SYBIL. 

Blind as belief. 
Deaf as despair, to aught against my Lord I -t 

What if he spends ? the money *s nobly spent. 
Or shall be so, ere long. — What if he 's gay ? 
The experienced hold, a gallant once reformed 



SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Stop I — not that false and wicked speech from thee I 

Let hoar intriguers, bribed to drive a trade 

In virgin roses, fawning mumble forth 

The supple lie to cheat some low-born maid ; 

But not my daughter ! I command thee, peace ! 

SYBIL. 

Sir, you shall rate me as you will, to-day ; 
'Tis the last time : but, since you stoop to counsel 
Young maidens' hearts, how is't you could not find 
More urgent cases — here, beneath this roof ? . . . 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Would 'st stop remonstrance ? 

SYBIL. 

Sir, I would but pay 
Your cares in kind ; and, as I think, you prize 
So dearly Mistress Eve 

SIR ARCHIBALD (starting). 

What of my Eve ? 

SYBIL. 

And look to see her married ; not like me, 
But soberly 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Eve ! — Married I 

SYBIL. 

Watch her well 
When one La Roque is nigh ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Daughter ! it seems 
All wonted things are changed. The air of Heaveu 
Is poison grown. The bounteous sun but shows 
Loathsome corruption. Rank august hath taken 
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The form of low-born Lust, and Ago put on 

The grinning folly of an idiot child. 

This is not home, but Hell ! — and thou, too, tumest 

To sting thy father with thy forked tongue ! — 

That man have aught with Eve ! 

SYBIL. 

Good sooth, you take it 
As something wondrous ! 

SIR ARGEIBALD. 

As a hideous lie ! 

STBIL. 

Who meets the letters daily since he went ? 
Who on the night my wayward brother fled — 
(Sir, I forbear) — Who hung against my Lord 
But yestemoon, to ask if news had come ? 
Bid Jeremy declare what he hath seen : 
Hand-pressings,, whispers, money passed between 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

That man and Eve ! Bethink thee, thou dost speak 
Of nothing soiled with mortal clay or dross ; 
One little week ! — and she hath been for years 
Growing to grace and sweetness at my side ! 
Thou art deceived. 

STBIL. 

Her namesake, sir, was so, 
By serpent's glozing tongue. Is she as happy 
As she was lately ? Keeps her cheek its red ? 
And dares she longer meet your searching eye ? 
Ask your own heart ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Thou wrongest her ! I have seen 
No signs like these. 

SYBIL. 

Men do not, sir, so long 
As women live. — Nay, then, I '11 speak it plain : 
'Twas Mistress Eve, at yonder man's behest, 
Helped my obedient brother's flight. Herself 
Will own it, if you press her hard. I pray you 
Believe not her reply ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Thou'rt bold ! 

SYBIL. 

Too bold 
For slander. I 'm your child, sir ; do inherit 
Your temper. I can strive with ache of heart, 
At will lay by ambitious discontent, — 
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Have put on poverty, and worn it too, 

Even as a robe of grace. I have known wrongs. 

And well love vengeance ; but I would not lie, 

To see the man I do most deeply hate. 

The woman whose meek patience mocked me moet» 

Writhe at my feet for pity ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

There at last 
The real woman spoke ! Never before 
Knew I my daughter. 

SYBIL. 

Sir, you do me honour ! — 
May learn at last to love me. Well ; I Ve warned you ; 
'Tis yours to use the warning as you please ; 
Meanwhile, till all 's prepared, I 'U to my chamber. 
And meditate my duties. [Exit, wUh a rtverenee. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Eve disguise 
Her heart from me ! Eve for one instant smile 
On that bold tawdry rake ! — No ! — till I think 
That plagues can fester at the heart of health, 
And storms be cradled in the cloudless blue 
Of heaven, I '11 not believe it. — But I '11 watch ; 
I '11 watch, to-day once over ! [Exit, moodily. Scene chai\gttt. 



SCENE III. 

The great Pa/rlov/r at Woodwells, as m Act J. — Evb m discovered in the Oriely — 

to whom emUr Jeremy with a letter-bag, 

EVE. 

Ah ! is it thou ? I could not wait above — 

The time's too pressing, and I dreamed all night 

That news would come. Quick ! quick ! — Make haste ! 

JEREMY {unlocking the hag). 

Such haste 
Meets grief too soon. Heaven send that Mistress Sybil 
Find it not so ! — 'Twas thus her father wedded. 
And lo ! the issue. None for you ! 

EVE. 

For me ! 
It is not for myself, — none for my Lord ? 
Master La Roque might write, methinks ! 
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JEREMY. 

Not one ; 
The marriage deed is come, and that 's enough. 

EVE. 

None, then, for Mistress Syhil ? Let me see ! 

JEREMY. 

For Mistress Syhil, none. 

EVE. 

Why came I down ? 
Go, take the letters to Sir Archibald, 

And tread thou softly : he is grieved at heart. — [Exit Jeremy. 

So Sybil's fate is sealed ! and once again 
Disdain and folly make a wreck of Youth ! 
Her poor, poor father ! All that homeward voyage, 
How would he boast his children ! This so brave 
And that so fair. Others than I have dreams, 
But his have been too short. ! to come home 
To stich a greeting ! I shall watch by him 
Through long, long winter eves, afraid to speak, 
And he unwilling — while his lonely heart 
Calls loud for son and daughter, with none near 
To answer him but humble Eve. 'Tis strange ; 
How often I have visioned this. 

SONG BEHIND THE SCENES. 

La/ lira/ la/ — ^Twaa a maiden fair. 
With gold to squamder and hearts to break. 

One May-mom feU in a pHmrose snare, 
For never was Beauty too wide awake / 

La / lira / la / — 8aid i/ie stem Sir Orey, 
^ For the love of owr pleasant childhood's sake, 

I *Ufmd her, a/nd guard her, amd bear her avjo/y, 
Far never was BeatUy too wide awake / '' 

Ervter La Roqub. 
LA ROQUE. 

Within there ! Ho ! 

EVE. 

At last ! at last ! in time : yet scarce in time ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Where is she ? fares she well ? — I long to engage 

Her saucy eye. Meanwhile (o^mn^ Eve a chain) wear this for me, 

Discreetest Eve I — ^for now I pay my debts. 

Come now — What weather 's on my angel's brow ? 

Set fair, or rain and storm, or once more, change ? 

EVE. 

No time to jest. You must not bow, nor smile 
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Into my face — there 'b ruin come to pass ; 
You know not how your lady and my Lord 



LA ROQUE. 

I '11 spare thy modesty — my Lord hath woood 
The queenly Sybil. 

EVE. 

Can you say it lightly ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Light deeds — light words. — Ay — bless her ! and she laughed 

To hear him tell her worth in sparkling eyes. 

And very faery feet and reddest lips 

That ever bloomed on Woman's face. — My Lord, 

He make me jealous ! There 'a one syllable 

That I shall whisper in the white rose-leaf 

Gross mortals call her ear : and thou shalt see 

Sir Pantaloon disgraced — ^let Columbine 

Fool him one short dance longer ! 

EVE. 

Sir, you '11 lose her 
By this wild confidence. Sir, they sign to-day 
And wed to-morrow. 

LA ROQUE. 

Woman! — Sybil Harcourt 
Wed my Lord ! — wed! — I 'm sober — thou art Eve — 
Yet the jest 's clever ! 

EVE. 

Sir, I dare not jest 
On ruin's brink. 

LA ROQUE. 

'Twas this the notary meant ; 
True love be thanked, I stopped him on the way ; 
Well — 'tis no matter ! — Her cold crafty father 
Drives her on thus ! 

EVE. 

not Sir Archibald ! 
He hath no power to loose or bind her will : 
It is herself who hastes to set the seal 
On her own wretched grandeur past recall ; 
She hates all thraldom — covets wealth and state, 
While her vexed spirit struggles with itself. 

LA ROQUE. 

She 's not too gay then ? 

EVE. 

Sir, she hardly sleeps — 
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Were pale, but for the art high ladies know : 
And when she meets him unawares, her eye 
Sharpens and glows. — I followed her last night 
Down the great gallery, heedless I was near, 
With string of diamonds streaming o'er her arm, 
Muttering and moaning like a sullen child ; 
A nd then she stopped to stamp her little foot. 
And then went on — so slowly ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Let her go 
Down the whole steep to ruin ! — Let her go ! 
Why, if I wore a face to frighten babes, 
Or swore unseemly oaths, or walked awry. 
Or vented fumes of wine when I would lean 
On Beauty's shoulder — Had it been a warrior 
She left me for, a statesman, or a priest. 
Nay, even the red-cheeked boy that waiting-maids 
Quarrel about when 'broidering in the sun — 
But such an ape as that ! — Let her go on ! 
I '11 — I '11, too, wed before the week is out — 
Come ! shall we. Eve ? 

EVE.' 

heed not frantic pride ! 
Think how you loved her, — what she once hath been. 
Think what she will be if you save her not, 
And you '11 forgive her. 

LA ROQUE. 

Save her ! a poor scapegrace 
Rival a Lord ! — stake these starved limbs of mine 
Against his lusty manhood !— rack my brains 
To throw his courtly scholarship in shade ! 
Am I distraught ? Farewell ! [GMng. 

EVE. 

You will not leave us ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Remain to teach Adonis how to toy ? 
Remain to grace her triumph ? — Bid me fly 
As far as steed can bear, as fast as sails 
Can give a wing to rage : for, if I tarry, 
Beside the doom that quivers o'er his head, 
I 'U do some desperate deed on her, that all 
May shudder when they name her ! 

EVE. 

Shame ! A man 
So vengeful on a woman ? Young, and yield 
To wrinkled age ? A lover ? — I said wrong ; 
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He never loved who ceases to forbear 
While life and hope are left ! 

LA ROQUE. 

A gallant girl 
Worth sixty Sybils ! Canst thou waste a tear 
On one so haughty ? 

EYE. 

Well-a-day ! poor women ! 
You make us idols ; then, like savages, 
Break jour own gods, whenever comes a storm. 
Come — ^you will stay. 

LA ROQUE. 

If, for thy honest sake 
I make one more essay — wilt aid me ? 

EVE. 

Hand 
And heart. 

LA ROQUE. 

Nor fear ? 

EVE. 

I will control my fears 
For her dear father's sake. Enough hath been 
Of pride and folly spoiling happiness ! — 
What must I do ? 

LA ROQUE. « 

'Tis little— but be still. 
Play for one hour a woman's willing part. 
Hush ! — some one comes ! 

EVE. 

But, sir 



»» 



LA ROQUE. 

A sigh! a "nay, 
And Sybil *s lost. I '11 try her inmost heart 

EVE. 

Before them all — ^before my guardian, too ! 
What will become of me ? 

LA ROQUE. 

No harm : an angel 

Comes to no harm. Thy guardian will forgive 

All. {Retreating suddenly.) To my part ! 

[He retires to ike hwlc of the sUsg^ 

Enter Sib Archibald, leading Stbil. 
SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Who speaks so loudly hei 
Eve — trembling — red — in tears ? 
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EVE. 

For Heaven's sweet sake, 
Forbear to ask. You will know all too soon. 

Enter Lord Oyebburt. 
LORD OVERBURY. 

Eh I Father Archibald ! like all the rest, 
You love a whisper in a corner ? — Faith ! 
I could play third — had I not counsellor 
More dainty still. Eh ! Sybil ! 

STBIL. 

Pray spare 
Civilities. Is all prepared, my Lord ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD (taking the deed from Lord Overbury's hand). 
Here is the deed. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

They say the notary's come, 
Call him, some one. I hope the knave is clean, 
New 'lighted from his journey. 

SYBIL. 

Pray you ; open 
A window ! [Eve approaches the ufvndow. 

LA roque (coming down). 

Sure, my Lord ! you 'd ne'er employ 
Another than myself. I rode all ^night 
To meet you here. 

LORD OVERBURY (starting). 
La Roque ! I shall die o' the spot ! 

SYBIL. 

Oh, 'tis too much ! too much ! 

LA ROQUE (crossing by Eve). 

Now, pray you, fear not, 
She cannot hold her pride. {Aloud,) ** You stare on me, 
** As if I was the Unicorn, or the heap 
" Of slate that glittered elfin gold last night ! " 
Save you, Sir Archibald, — save you, my Lord, — 
A word on business ; — [Drawing Lord Overburt aside. 

What I your Hps, and eyes. 
And quivering knees speak for you. So, you know 
That Gripeall's chest is mine. Hush ! for your life I 
Watch, and obey. I can devise a means 
To keep your fortune still. Think on the dower 
From her rich father I 

( To Sybil.) Save you, beauteous lady, 
You set a brave example. ( To Eve.) Save you, mistress. 
And may you prove that, when a pattern's good, 

E 2 
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All pretty wiles and fantasies laid by, 
A maiden knows to follow it. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Sir, these greetings 
Offend. You '11 cut them short — and do your office, 
That we may soon release you. 

LA ROQUE. 

0, good sir, 
I come not all for others. My own claims 
Claim hearing also. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Keep your claims for whom 
They most concern. Begin at once, — and read 
The deed of settlement. 

SYBIL (aside). 

He! 

LA ROQUE. 

At your pleasure. 
Here is the deed, (reading,) " whereby Lord Overbury 
Settles on his wife Sybil, and their heirs " — 
What ? What ? Why, sirs ! 'tis monstrous. Here 's a sum 
A common tradesman's wife would spurn ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Read on, 
We count but little whence my daughter's dower — 
My Lord is prudent — 'tis enough. 

LA ROQUB. • 

Enough ! 
Hear him, ye Gods, with that bright lady by ! 
Her eyes are worth two diamond mines — her brow 
A mountain at the lowest — her lips a lake — 
Her cheeks a shire of richest meadow land. 

SYBIL. 

Read on. 

LA ROQUE. 

He says ** Enough ! " We '11 have that smn 
Doubled. His Lordship hath forgot his years, 
How old men buy what young ones hoped to win ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

You 'II have ? 

LA ROQUE. 

My Lord will have, Sir Archibald ! 
I act but for his honour here. The dower 
Is doubled, sir ? 

LOUD OVKRBURY. 

'Tis beat. I meant it so ! 
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EYE (aside to La Roque). 

Sir, have a care, you make her obstinate ; 
This will ne'er win her back ! 

LA ROQUE. 

You dazzle me 
So near. Let me read on. [Eyr retreats. 

SIR ABoniBALD (oside). 

She whispered him ! 
LA ROQUE (reciding). 
** Then, in tK event of widowhood 

8TBIL. 

Stop there : 
The clause is needless. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Wherefore talk to-day 
Of such dark things ? 

LA ROQUE. 

You do not think to die ? 
Conceive yourself a boy ? — What have we here ? 
Hath Gripeall lost his senses o'er his work ? — 
*• A forfeit if the lady wed again,** 
Shame ! shame ! — the dead monopolize ! We '11 have 
That "t/" struck out. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Sir ! — I will know your right 
To order thus. 

LA ROQUE. 

Good now, Sir Archibald, 
What if I urge the right of Twenty-fivo 
To buckler thriftless Beauty 'gainst the craft 
Of grim Three-score ? What if I urge my duty 
To drive the best of bargains for the weak 
Against the stronger ? — thus all generous men 
Practise the law. Methinks 'tis claim enough 
To watch o'er Mistress Sybil. IHe makes some alteratim in tfce words. 

SYBIL (aside). 

Shallow scheme 
To humble me ! (Aloiid,) My Lord, you look too pale. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Why, we 're all so — but Mistress Eve. This business 
Is most oppressive ! 

LA ROQUE. 

All 's prepared to sign. — 
The lady there ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (giving Sybil a pen). 
Daughter 
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STHIL. 

One moment first ! 

EVE. 

Sybil ! pause !— That 's right ! 

SYBIL. 

Tou think m j hand 
Not Steady ? There. ishe sigm. 

LA ROQUE {pointing to the parchment). 
My Lord ! 

LORD ovERBURT (looking unecuily ait La Roque). 

I vow 
That sweet pulsations steal one half my power ! 

LA ROQUE. 

My Lord is nervous, — give him time. Give time 
To all who wish it now : the interval 

1 *11 turn to profit. Good Sir Archibald, 

[Sir Archibald tmmafrom La Roqub to the 
table, and signs ihe parckmaU. 
You lower on me ; but never stormy brow 
Could shake my courage. I would ask of you 
A precious thing — the right to lay my love 
At yonder maiden's feet ! 

EVE. 

Sir Archibald ! 
Sybil ! — My Lord ! — Great Heaven ! You do not think 
That this is earnest ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Now by my old name. 
This is too courteous, sir. You deign to stoop 
To my poor household ? Do you rate me blind, 
Dumb, or a straw each passing air may bend, 
That thus you dare insult me ? (To Eve.) To your chamber ! 
I '11 treat with this brave suitor. To your chamber ! [ExU Evb. 
My Lord ! lead hence my daughter ! 

SYBIL. 

I can walk 
Nor need his Lordship's hand. (Aside,) But one more step. 
Once o'er the threshold — ^and 'tis done ! [Eacit Sybil. 

LA ROQUE (looking after her), 

Sybil I 
In earnest gone ? 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Shall we not call her back ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Dare not to follow her ? Get hence ! Your turn 

Of reckoning 's near. [Exit Lord Overbury stibmissively. 
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SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Now, are the women hence ? 
Sir, I am old — ^a trader — and am cahn 
In driving hargains. I have shaken hands 
With Death, and looked upon the gulph beyond ; 
And I hare seen, and heard, and dared, and home, 
'Till little grieves me. — You *re audacious, young. 
And play with love, and honesty, and hope, 
Like those damned toys, by managing of which 
Tou feed, and dress to crawl behind the heels 
Of your most noble patron 

LA ROQUE. 

Might I tell you 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Sir, 1 11 not hear you. You have gone between 

A thankless son and an indulgent father, — 

Small wrong to this ! You might have stolen my lands, 

My very name, — have struck me on the cheek, — 

Called me even " Liar ! " — I had smiled unmoved, 

As at a boy ; — ^but ask me for my Eve, 

With that triumphant courage on your lips ! 

LA ROQUE. 

This is sheer frenzy 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

0, keep cool and plead. 
Reason, distinguish, — play the man of the world. 
Like one resistless in his own conceit, — 
There is your way, sir. Ask me for my Eve ! 
A base-bom child of passion and of shame ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Hold, sir, nor more disgrace your fathers* house. 
By this infuriate brawling : 'tis enough ! 
Content your madness — wild, unhappy man ! 
This shall be reckoned for ! — What, ruffian ! touch 
Your sword-hilt to a gentleman ? Nay ; I wear 
An answer sharp as yours ! 

Enter Jekeht. 
JEREMx. 

For Heaven's sweet sake, 
My noble masters ! Lack-a-day ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Stand by, 
Here 's nought amiss. — Sir, save you wish your household 
Should see the game played out, we *11 leave the rest 
Until 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Whene'er you please ! 
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LA ROQUE (bowing). 

Till then. lExU La Ro«:== 

SIR ARCHIBALD (tO JeREMT). 

Begone ! lExU Jer^ 
And hath the demon stained that fountain too ? 
Rifled the casket where was treasured up 
My life *s last gem ? And is this all my gain ? 
Son, daughter, and now Eve ! Heaven ! Heaven ! — Without the^^ 
Let no one see me pass. I must go in. 
And wrestle with mine agony — alone ! [E^ 

END OF THIRD ACT. 



»» 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A glade on the outskirts of the Pa/rh at Woodwells. — 7^ clock strikes 

seven as the cv/rtain rises. 

Enter Sib Archibald. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

There struck the hour, hy yon audacious hoy 
Named in his challenge. On the wedding mom 
Of his one daughter creeps a Father forth, 
To take his part in that assassin's work. 
Which honourable men have called ** redress, 
And ** satisfaction ! *' 0, most worthy end 
Of patient years of agonising toil. 
And dreary sacrifice, to brawl, and play 
My life against a boy's ! Eve could not love. 
Shall not have loved him ! — No ! I will not have 
His young blood on my head ! He comes. — 

Enter La Roque, with, Ms dress disordered. 

Alone ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Alone, Sir Archibald ! Have you no friends ? 
Faith ! I believed myself the one poor wretch 
Who could not buy or borrow, beg or steal, 
A comrade's arm to second him. 'Tis well ! 
No witnesses except these hoary trees ; — 
Ay, shake your solemn heads, grey Foresters ! 
Here 's mischief past your remedy ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Young man ! 
You have been drinking deep. 
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LA ROQUE. 

Sir Archibald ! 
Are you a tapster, to take count of wine ? — 
Our businesB is with rapiers, not with toasts ; 
With graves — not glasses. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Wild, unhappy boy ! 
You think I '11 meet you thus ? that I came here 
With such intent ? Listen 

LA ROQUE. 

Would you cry mercy ? 
First I must have your valour at my feet — 
Forgiveness after. Yet, meanwhile, I '11 teach you 
How gentlemen should trust. Sir, you 're my foe, — 
Have wrecked me, wronged me, mocked me, driven me mad 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

What mean you, brawler ? Was it I who stirred 
Your frantic passion for my ward ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Your daughter ! 
I say, your daughter, sir ! A man o' th' world, 
And not detect so flimsy a disguise ! — 
And in her hideous match, and in my suit, 
Sudden and impudent, at once discern 
A lover's quarrel ! Ask your truthful Eve, 
If you still doubt. Your daughter and myself 
Were Lady sworn and Bachelor, until 
This story of your cursed wealth came home, — 
Puffed up her pride, engendered boastful hopes, 
And made her fickle. Next yourself appeared, 
Strange and tyrannic ; from whose solemn thrall 
'Twas rapture to escape : till, half in sport 
And half in misery, she struggled o'er 
The margin of the gulph where now she lies, 
A mournful Death-in-Life ! By wondrous chance 
The wheel hath turned for me. What boots it now ? 
She's sold, and I am damned ! [Tendering apapei\ 

Here 's my will ! 

Your son is named therein executor. 

But have a care, before your daughter weds. 

You read it through. Now, take your sword at once. 

Let 's end this weary scene ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Stand back ! Your tale 
Fixes no quarrel on me ; and, for this scroll, 
Whate'er its import 



\ 
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LA BOQUE. 

Pray you take it, sir. 
For her sake, not for mine. She *11 haply learn 

How ill she did to cast away You smile ? 

Ay, ^tia a jest ! Your name — her love — ^my will, 

AU, all, a jest ! Come on, then, let 's to earnest. 

Draw ! and, ye yenerable oaks, look on — 

A Templar 'gainst a Trader ! [i)rowwn^^ts 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Are you mad ? 

LA ROQUE. 

You have made many so. Wherefore not me ? 

If your discarded son of famine die 

And fever in his garret — if your daughter 

Rush to a withered skeleton's embrace. 

Why should a nameless spendthrift 'scape ? Your sword ! 

And Eve will but be left to you of four 

Young hearts, and glad till you came home ; unless 

You have your schemes of happiness for her. 

Take care ! Your touch is ruin ! [Pressing upwi him. 

SIR ARGHIBAU). 

Yet stand back, 
Wert ten-fold madder thou should 'st hear me, boy ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Oh ! no evasions now ! Are you afraid 

For your grey hairs ? You could not speak last night 

Except to call me *' Bastard /" Now, maintain 

Your words, or I will write upon your brow 

The name of ** Liar .''* for your bridal guests 

To stare at by the altar. Must I strike you ? [Pressmg vpo^i him. 

SIR ARCHIBALD (drawing), 

I keep no guard. Murder me an thou wilt. 

Nay, — for defence's sake ! [He wovmds La Roqus. 

LA ROQUE. 

You've winged me, sir. 
I meant it so. Indeed, I thrust you on 't. 
Let me lie down. 'Tis well ! You 've done me service 
Against your will — (falling) — There, there, escape, — ^for time 
Is pressing. 

SIR ARCHIBALD (supporting him). 

Help! 

LA ROQUE (feebly). 
And when she speaks of me 
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SIB ARCHIBALD. 

Tootstepa ! thank Heaven I So I softly ; but one moment. 

[Kneelvng beside La Roquk. 

Help ! haste ! for life and death, whoe'er you be ! 

Enter Lord Oyebburt cmd Htacinth. 

LORD OYERBURT. 

How now, Bride *s-father! What should make you kneel 
By a drawn sword, and with your hair in a storm, 
On such a joyous day ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Help ! help I my Lord, 
And not enquire. He 's one who bleeds to death I 
Your 'kerchiief I 

LORD OVERBURT. 

What, mine host a fighting man ! 
And — Jove ! I know that ruffle. 'Tis La Roque I 
And have you taught that boastful boy a trick 
Of fence, indeed ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

He 's dying, sir I Is this 
A time for babbling ? Could we staunch the blood I 

LORD OVERBURT. 

Dying I God bless us I Did you see him start ? 
He knows the jasmine powder in my hair. 
I '11 care for him, poor soul I 

LA ROQUE (very feebly). 
No, no. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Lean here ; 
It seems, my Lord, you fret him. Leave him to me. 

LORD OVERBURT. 

Leave him to you ? Why, sure you Ve done enough. 

Scratch or no scratch, for a wedding morning's work ! 

Ho ! Hyacinth ! Remove this gentleman 

To yonder equipage. [Hyacinth raises La Roque. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

I '11 to the haU, 
By the wood track, and have a chamber dressed. 
(I'd Htacinth.) Gently— so! gently; I '11 reward you well. 
[ExU Hyacinth, supporting La Roqub, foUowed by Lord Ovbrbury. 

Ah ! what a dark entangled web hath pride 

Been weaving here ! — 

( To Lord Overburt.) I shall be there before you. 

lExit on the other side Sir Archibald. 
LORD OVERBURT (returning). 
We follow you. Not so my galliard nephew ! 
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That were too quick a cure. What, shall he live 

To hurl me from my state so long enjoyed ? 

LI ola ! Turn round the chariot ; we '11 to town. 

Look to your purse, Sir Archie, if he die ! 

Look to your wound, most nobly born La Roque ! 

Heaven leave me landless if this end in smoke ! 

{Exit Lord Overburt laughing. 



SCENE II. 

The great Parlour at Woodwells. 



Enter Jeremy and Lettice talking. 
JEREMT. 

Here 's a wedding to make an old servant's heart glad ! The house 
as still as a churchyard ! Never a guest, never a bridesmaid, never 
a ditty to sing, — ^though who could have the heart to raise a chorus ? 
And thy lady is not yet awake, Lettice ? 

LETTICE. 

Lord ! to listen to your country notions ! One — two — as late 
as three are our hours of getting-up in London<— that 's to say, when 
the weather 's chill. We must have everything aired for us before 
we stir ! 

JEREMY. 

Well, Heaven keep us ! — All 's cold enough here to-day ! Dear 
heart ! I must go and see if Sir Archibald be dressed, and put a 
good face on the matter. [Exit Jerkmt. 

LETTICE. 

So must others. Master Greybeard, though not with a "Dear 
heart ! " like a death bell. What can make my lady so ill to waken? 
Ah ! Here she comes, and, as I live, has never taken off her clothes 
since she locked me out last night. 

Enter in a reverie Sybil, dressed as in the last Act, bvi wUh her hai/r 

in disorder. 

I protest I 'm scared by that glassy look of hers ! It bodes ill 
for the ceremony. [The clock strikes eight. 

SYBIL (to herself). 

The ceremony — Ay — to-day ! 

LETTICE. 

Sweet madam ! 
Here *s eight, and ne'er a ringlet trained ! The bells 
Have rung this hour — Wo must bestir ourselves, — 
The wedding's nought without the bride be dressed, 
And such a bride, and such a dress ! 
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SYBIL {still speaking to herself), 

I'll wear 
Elack — raven black — bo the chief mourner should — 
My place is next the coffin. — What ! my weeds 
Not come ? We will not then to church till night. 

LETTiCE (aside). 
Is she distraught, or dreaming ? 

SYBIL. 

Wait, I tell you ; 
I will not hare him buried till I see. 
And lock the vault myself ; nor even with that, 
Can bar my chamber. Look ! look 1 — he comes back ! 

Hold me fast, girls — ^he shall not ! 

[She flies shuddering to Lettice. 
LETTICE. 

Sweetest lady ! 
Shake off these dark, ill-omened dreams. 

SYBIL. 

Is 't thou ? 

But thou, my girl ? — and there *s no funeral ? 

'Tis well ! — Why, how she stares ! — poor frightened child ! 
My poppy-draught was doubly strong last night. 
And this comes on 't. Go in ; I '11 follow soon. 
There 's time, and time enough ; — and here 's a ring 
To speed thy fingers, and to tie thy tongue. 
Go, my kind girl ! 

LETTICE. 

Heaven bless you, generous lady ! [Exit. 

SYBIL. 

! could I only make myself a stone 

This day ! — to-morrow ! — Time shall bring content, 

But now, but now — ^his step upon the stair. 

His touch, his lips 1 had this only way. 

Sweet angels ! to escape — this only way ! — 

Was I a child to speak beneath my breath. 

And bow my head, because a stranger frowned ? 

Or a green girl, to lie me down and die. 

Because a fool must take me at my word 

When, flushed with new-born pride, I tried to play 

The beauty, the great lady ? — Was I a sinner. 

Each meek- voiced saint might teach ? — I ever loathed 

A paragon, a face that flashes not — 

A temper none can ruffle. 

BrUer Eve hastily. 

Keep, keep hence ! 

At your own peril then ! 

EVE. 

One moment, madam, 
'Tis serious. — Where 's your father ? 



} 
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8TBIL. 

Here 's command ! 
Who gave you right to question ? Wait at least 
Till noon. 

EYE. 

There may he mischief done, ere noon ; 
Tou know not what I fear. 

STBiL {insultingly surveying her). 

Nor what you hope t 
Why, ne'er was part so exquisitely played I 
The hlush, the panting hosom, and the tear ! — 
I thought I knew my sex. Eve, — ^hut you teach 
A practised trader, yet a trick of trade. 

EVE. 

Is this a time to rail ? — Where is your father ? 
My Lord ? — Master La Roque ? 

STBIL. 

Tome! 
To me this question ! — Ask of me ! — Decoy, 
Then feign this artless ignorance ! Beware I 
Nor strain my patience further. 

EVE. 

0, be just ! 
This is too cruel. — If, indeed, you dream 
I am your rival, mad<^, hear me swear 
By woman's dearest hopes, indeed you wrong me ! 

SYBIL. 

You love him not ! — ^have only lured him on 
To pique your grey protector's jealousy ! 
And this the simple angel ! — When I see 
Your gradual, heavenly smile, and hear your voice 
Drawl out its smooth and hypocritic psalm, 
'Tis more than generous nature can endure ! 

EVE. 

Madam, I never lured ! — I have hut sought 
Your good. 

SYBIL. 

Too pious Eve ! and therefore crept 
With unseen twinings through my father's breast — 
Whispered obedience — ^with caressing hands 
Smoothed his tyrannic crest — till all beside 
Showed but as rebels in his haughty sight. — 
Foul ! foul ! — Heaven keep us from your piety ! 



?E»E n.] OLD LOVE AND NEW FORTUNE. 68 

EVE. 

liadam I What means this new perversest turn 
Of your distorting anger ? 

SYBIL. 

Means 1 At last 
The dullest eyes must open — Means ? I read 
That heaving hosom, and that tempting cheek 
And tender ** Where 's your father ?'* like the rest I — 
It seems my Lord did well to press our match, 
Since there 's no more restraint— and in my sight 
You flaunt your shameless passion. Time, indeed. 
I were gone hence. My own good name 

EVE. 

Your — own 
Good — name 

SYBIL. 

I was not trained to be a third 
In such delicious confidence When the goddess 
Of the old man stands confessed, the meanest-souled 
Of daughters should retire ! 

EVE. 

Sybil ! 

SYBIL. 

You will not 
Tarry when I am gone, and brave the world ? 
Or has th' audacious child a secret hope ? — 
Why, fool ! he '11 never marry you ! — My father ! 
The proudest man in all the shire ! 

EVE. 

What else ? 

SYBIL. 

0, there is much between ! You never dreamed — 

You were cajoled — perceived no better way ; 

I leave you to your honesty ! — ^You stare ! — 

Nay ! those may listen who so boldly dare ! [Goinff. 

EVE. 

You stir not hence — and, if need be, not wed. 
Till this be cleared between us. Stand in the light I 
Repeat your taunt, and look me in the face ! 
You have no mother, too ! Say clearly out 
What last you hinted. Do you turn away ? 
You dare not, Sybil ! — there is still a touch 
Of woman in your nature ! 

SYBIL. 

Woman, stung 
By most intolerable wrong ! 
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EVE. 

And whose 
The wrong, and whose the sting ? Your own proud heart ! 
And you are older, too — are twice as fair — 
Of wit unmatchable — dowered with a spirit 
By angels meant to soar : I, a pale orphan — 
Homeless and sad, afraid and ignorant. 
0, shame and pity on you ! You, so great ! — 
And turn 'gainst one so humble ! 

SYBIL. 

You destroyed — 
Have stolen from me 

EVE. 

Cease that wretched feint 
Of jealous passion ! Is it not enough 
Yourself have cast to the winds the richest store 
Which ever Heaven on thankless mortal showered ? 
With your own frantic hands have riven the ties 
Of household blessing, and of virgin love ? 
And is the dark and dismal wreck too small. 
Or lacks there wider ruin to content 
The insatiate fury gnawing at your heart ? 

SYBIL. 

Eve ! Eve ! I pray you ! — not those fearful words ! 
1 am so wretched. 

EVE. 

Wonder you, at last, 
The meek dependant speaks ? Heaven giveth words 
And power and foresight, to yet feebler things 
When by all else forsaken ! — Tou are wretched — 
Have raised the storm, and wonder that its wings 
Ruffle one plume of Pride ? And what am I? — 
Did I not keep your counsel, and deny 
The secret air that chambers round mv bed 
One whisper on t ? Did ever triumph look 
Out of mine eyes, to bid you stoop and sue 
For my forbearance ? No ; 1 wept apart 
Upon my knees to think so brave a creature 
Could bear herself so frowardly ! 

SYBIL. 

You wept 
For me ? 

EVE. 

And you, with cold and wicked words, 
Would tarnish my good name, and drive me forth 
To the one refuge open whatsoe'er 
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The sorrow and the storm. Content you, Syhil ! 
Content your pride. The arrow hath struck home. 
When maiden turns on maiden, then the world 
Is so disjoint, 'twere hest at once to pass 
To the unslandering silence of the shroud. 
Go, and he decked ! Go ! harter for hase things 
Your stainless heauty ! I can weep for you. 
My grave is hetter than your hridal hed ! 

SYBIL (approaching her). 
Eve ! 

EVE. 

Do not touch me ! You have done me wrong 
Enough. 

SYBIL (falling on her Jcnees), 
Forgive ! 

Enter Jb&eut very hastily, 

JEREIaY. 

0, madam ! Mistress Eve ! 
A frightful chance I My master ! my poor master ! 

EVE. 

God ! — One moment ! — I can listen now ! 

1 am prepared ! 

SYBIL. 

Let the man speak ! 

JEREMY. 

My master 
Hath met Master La Roque in the Nuns' Meadow ! 

[Sybil gi/nlcs to the gr<mnd, 
EVE. 

Sybil ! give not way ! Throw your arms round me ! — 
(To Jeremy.) Which of the two ? 

JEREMY. 

Master La Roque hath fallen ! 

SYBIL. 

God of mercy ! — 'tis my work ! 

EVE. 

Pray ! — Pray ! — 
Is all past hope ? 

If he still Hve, 'tis all ! 

SYBIL (springing to her feet). 

He lives ! — He shall not die ! All shall go well ! 

1 knew I was not altogether cursed ! 

( To Jeremy.) Take me to where he lies ! I '11 make thy fortune ! 

F 
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JEREMY. 

But if my Lord 

SYBIL. 

No if, and no delay ! — 

Now 1 I will see him now ! — I can be stiU, 

And hold my breath, and keep down coming tears ; — 

Keep mo not back, good Eve, my blessed Eve ! — 

My place is there ! — I know what thou wouldst say ! — 

And thou forgivest ! — but I must go alone, 

And kneel, and have his pardon ! — Come ! 

lEant Sybil, farcing Jkremt to /oft* *• 

EVE. 

She *s gone ! 0, what to meet ? — I cannot follow ! 
My limbH grow cowardly — my heart stands still ; 
In hor overmastering grief at last burst forth 
The passion and the pain so sternly pent. 
And courage came again : but ah ! for me 
In no such outlet. I must hide — forget — 
Writho, not resent — die, ere I own the wound ! 
Hay that hor taunt was but her own device ? — 
How moot his face again ? — Say half were true ? — 
I will go pray, lost the words rise again 
And yet again, until I must believe 
Their fearful import. 

SIR ARCHIBALD (mthout). 

Sybil !— Eve ! 

EVE. 

His voice ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD (entering), 

h Sybil hero, for her bravo bridegroom decked ? 
Whore is my daughter ? 

EVE. 

This instant fled upon the dismal news 
Brought in by Jeremy. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

0, she knows her trade 
As a great lady ! Yesterday so hard ; 
Acting this morn hysteric agonies 
O'er hor own work ! 

EVE. 

He will not die ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

La Roque 
Will live for many a day of mischief yet. 
How dared yon dotard scare my little Eve ? 
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The boy would rush upon mj rapier *s point, 
Deaf to my best dissuasion, — ^flushed with wine. 
'Tis scarce a wound — at worst, a trifling scratch 
Oraying a long night's quiet for its cure. 
With such a woman as my daughter is. 
It need not stop her wedding. Shame alight 
Upon the worldling ! 

EYE. 

forbear ! her heart 

Hath been first spoiled, then played with. You have but 
Your daughter left ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

1 rather deem her dead. 
Fallen the last branch from the parent tree, 
And 1 alone and most unfortunate. 

{Half (mde.) One desperate chance being left ! Yes, on that issue 
I '11 stake the last, last, treasure of my heart. 

And, if I lose it, die ! Yet how dare hope 

With such disparities 't¥rixt her and me ? 

No matter, — ere some new mishap fall out, 

Some new temptation comes to lure away 

My bird to brighter cage, — I '11 know the worst. 

Or ever hold my tongue ! [Approaching Evb and speaMng very cainUy, 

Come near me, Eve, 
And heed me gravely. I must speak to thee 
Without such turnings-back or windings-round 
As boys contrive and silly maids desire ; 
Must lay my finger on thine inmost heart, 
Disclose mine own at risk of thy contempt ; 
Rudely, perchance, — but Time grows exigent ; 
Thou wilt not torture me ! 

EVE (shrinking away). 

What would you tell me ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Truths such as dying men sit up to speak. 
No grace therewith, no dalliance. But thou 
Confirm me first. (Draw not away thine hand) — 
Dost thou love yonder man ? 

EVE. 

Whom, sir ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

The man 

Who pressed his suit so madly yesternight. 

Thyself, methought, consenting. Is all true 

That he declared ? 

y 2 
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EVE. 

Master La Roque I lie dared 
Not say, I loved him ! 

SIR ABCIIIBALD. 

•* Dared not say ! "—I am answeJ 
And dare go on ! though scarce can words convey 
The fire that hums my lips ! Eve, thou art brave ; 
But canst thou brook, for Love's rewarding sake. 
Woman's quick hate, the colder scorn of men 
Who oft disparage what they fail to win 
With ill-report ? 

EVE (withdratoing her hand). 
Sir Archibald ! You know 
I will not merit hate or scorn ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Thou mayst not 
In sight of Heaven ; yet Earth shall heap it high 
Upon thy head, because thou darest assert 
Thy freedom as a woman ! Listen, Eve ! 
I have sworn an oath to wed no other wife ; 
But canst thou love me ? Wilt thou stay beside me ? 

EVE. 

Sir! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

though they flout thee as a heartless child. 

By a rich dotard bought ? 

EVE {aside). 

Angels ! — I hear — 
And understand ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Listen ! Reply not yet I 
Consult thy heart ; — no worldly counsellor, 
No prude ambitious — no hot libertine ; — 
We two must know to-day, thyself and I, 
What we must trust in — what we dare to spurn. 
Childless — betrayed — insulted — desolate — 
Hope and heart wrecked — may I not turn from the world 
To Eve, for solace ? 

EVE (aside), 

mother 1 in thy grave 
Far o'er the sea I 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Look not so like a thing 
Life hath forsaken ! Dost thou loathe me, then ? 
No ? — Speak not yet. 0, I will make thy life 
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Such a long dream of music, sun, and flowers, 
That all who stand without its fairy ring 
Shall envy my heart's Empress with a sigh, 
Even while they count the century betwixt 
The old man and his darling ! My sweet Eve ! 

Ay — by this first embrace I will ! Reflect. — 

Answer me not ; weigh once again, and more, 

My love against the sure contempt of men. [Going, 

I will return anon. Shall I not find 

The blushing, smiling Eve of other days, 

And not as now, a statue in mine arms ! 

I go. — Have mercy, Eve ! [Exit Sir Archibald hastily. 

EVE (slowly and in a low voice). 

Heard I aright ? 
And Sybil's taunt was not a lie ; and the eyes 
Of that old Lord, and the wild words of La Roque, 
No fancies conjured up by morbid fear ? 
His vow to wed no more— his emphasis 
On worldly scorns, that I might brave for him ; 
The quick, hewildered rapture of his speech ; 
His strange embrace, — his sudden hreaking-off, — 
Like one who leaves his purpose to be guessed ; — 
Admit no doubt ; or, if douht be, so small, 
I might as wisely nurse it, as untwine 
One shred of gossamer to chain the streams 
When Winter brings down ruin from the hills ! 
0, and is this your world ! your ancient name. 
Your honour, your protection ? — Fare thee well. 
Realm of enchantment and of agony, 
I have tarried here too long. — But I have limbs 
To fly withal — a heart to bear me up ! {Musing, 

Enter Jbrbmt. 

• 

Well-a-day, Mistress Eve ! — Why, how she stands ! 
Muttering and white ! — Are you 'mazed, too ? — My master 
Not to be spoken with ; his daughter fled ; 
And but one hour to the wedding ! 

EVE {rousing herself). 

But one hour ! 
And after that, ill fame ! How far is't hence 
To London ? 

JEBEMT. 

Three days' journey — a good matter 
Of sixty miles ! 

EVE {to herself). 

I have walked as far as that 
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For my own pleasure. Nay, no holdings back. 
No wiUing fears, no pleadings for delay ! 
It must be done at once ; it shall for eyer ; 
The weariest get the soonest to the grave ! 

JEREMY. 

Madam, here 's worst mischance of all ! 

EVE. 

Good friend. 
To-morrow .... Wilt thou now go gather me 
A rose from the west terrace ? 

JEREMY. 

Madam, I dare not ! 
I wait here for Sir Archibald. 

EVE. 

True, true ! 
He will return ; he must not find me here ! 
And what need I of relics ? Time enough 
For fond thoughts as I go, or bitter ones 
As night comes on ; but be they dark or bright. 
There 's but one hour, and after that, iU fame ! 
Mother, that saved his life, and gave me mine. 
Thy daughter shall not bring his age to shame ! [ExU ^ 

JEREMY. 

Have we all eaten night-shade ? Can this be 
A wedding morning in my master's house ? 

Re-enter Sir Archibald. 
0, sir ! — Heaven bless you ! Let me speak to you ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Why come they not ? — What makes thee loiter here 
When every moment 's precious ? 

JEREMY. 

Truly, sir. 
It may be now too late. 'Tis not my boldness 
Forces me on you, but a power more strong 
Than fear or man*s respect. Death calls you hence ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

La Roque ? 

JEREMY. 

0, sir ! Your son ! — Your only son ! 
Read how the boy made outlaw for a love [Showing a letu 

The like of which you proved in boyhood's prime, 
Robbed of the pittance borrowed from a friend 
He starved upon — while you slept soft at night, 
And feasted every day ; — ^worn out by toil 
More hard than you e'er knew — and you so strong 
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Jlknd, he BO weak ; and 0, the lovingeBt nature ! 
1 must speak, sir, who held him in my arms ! 

SIR ABCHIBAU). 

^Who writes ? 

JEREMY. 

His wife. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

The daughter of 

JEREMY. 

Crood Lord ! at such a time ! 

SIB ARCHIBALD {recovering himself)* 

There lacked hut this ! 
^ chariot ! There 's still time to save him ! 



JEREMY. 

And will 



To pardon ? 



A chariot ! 



SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Go ! nor dare to hait me, sir ! 



JEREMY. 

Sir, this hour they wait in the court. 
All ready for the wedding ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Ay ! the wedding ! 
Say to my daughter that, if so she please, 
The wedding may go on ! And my sweet Eve ! 
(Nay, nay, I must not wait ! ) Bid Mistress Eve 
Write me a '' yes," (she '11 know what that imports). 
Until I have such letter, mark, thou tell her, 
I will not home return. And now to London ! 
Down, thou last har of adamantine pride. 
Melt, iron heart ! Old vengeance, get thee forth ! 
This is not chance, hut punishment ! 

lExit Sib Archibald, /oUok^c^ by Jbubmy. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

Matter ChripeaWa Chambers {tame scene as Act III., Scene I.) — Bw, 
and left of the stage. — Folding-doors at back. — Night. 

Enter Marqaret with a light, softly. She crosses the stage, opens the 

left softly, and listens. 

MARGABET. 

Fast, fast asleep ! — to wake in health again ! 
What, then, should move me ? — 

Yet my heart beats fast, 
So headlong run the chariot-wheels of change. 
The end so sudden — ^the abyss so near ! 
A week since, had the garrulous, slipshod nurse 
Who thrives by fawning, whispered in mine ear 
My Albert should so calmly sleep to-night, 
I had not started at the wildest tale, 
Nor trembled at the maddest task, as now, 
I start and tremble but to wait alone. 
In this gaunt room with loving company 
And brave protection in the next, until 
Deceit is shamed and Tyranny brought low — 
Ah ! some one on the stair — a foot too light 
For Sir '*Arch — Despot " he might well be called 
If Jeremy and wild La Roque tell true — 

Enter Eve. 
Why, Mistress Eve ! — what brings you forth so late ? 

EVE. 

A restless heart — there 's lightning in the air. 
See, my work 's done I 

MARGARET. 

So soon ? 

EVE. 

May you ne'er know 
How nimbly move the fingers o'er the frame 
When the heart is over-full. Have you not more 
To give me ? 

MARGARET. 

No, 'tis done ! But here 's the price ; — 
Let 's reckon — eight, ten, twelve. [Counts money from a 

EVE. 

'Tis thrice too much ! 
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MARGARET. 

But hear, romantic child ! 
How may I giro thai hack, which is no more 
By living mortal owned ? Were thriee as deep 
Your cause of quarrel — there hath heen at work 
A reconciler. Wild La Roque's no more ! 

EVE. 

Dead ! dark Fortune ! will there ne'er he dawn ? 
When ? — wherefore ? 

MARGARET. 

As 'tis given out, of wounds 
Got in a duel — ^hut this morn his kinsman 
Followed the hody to the grave. 

EVE. 

Great Heaven ! 
What anguish next ? 

MARGARET. 

Nay, prithee, sweet, hear up ! 
How could I dream that he, who is no more. 
Was such a precious friend ? 

EVE. 

That man 
A precious friend of mine ! audacious, wild. 
Bankrupt in good repute — ^Friend ! — call him rather 
Our worst, worst enemy ! Why must he come 
With his gay tricks and suhtle traffickings 
To loose a flood of discord on a house 
Which Time ere this had wrought to harmony ? 
A friend I — ^why, I could even now rejoice. 
At our deliverance from so sharp a scourge — 
But on the tenure of the shifting sand 
May giant rocks he hased. There 's not a life 
Alone on Earth. Ev'n to that reprohate 
Are precious fortunes linked ! 

MARGARET. 

Kind Eve ! you mean 
The lady whom he loved. 

EVE. 

there 's no time 
To think of Sybil now ! How stands the law ? 
Some one, be sure, can tell us (and, in truth, 
Each second may be worth its diamond spark), 
Even you, perchance ! — what is the punishment 
When two have fought — ^for him who doth survive ? 

MARGARET. 

Death, oftentimes ! 
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EVE. 

Death ! 0, Sir Archibald ! 

MARGARET. 

^^Hiat ? are you for Sir Archibald afraid ? 

^ay, that 's the scourge for generous folk to fly — 

The life which best were stricken from the roll, 

Now in the circle of its crime complete ! — 

His guest stabbed like a brawler in his park ; 

His daughter in disdain provoked to wed 

A Satyr with the mask of tottering age ; 

His son made outlaw by revengeful hate ; 

And last, his Eve, his own adopted child, 

Thrust on the highways forth ! 

EVE. 

You know my story ! 

MARGARET. 

Ay, and I know the blighting curse that lies 
On all ke touches — but 'twill one day fall 
On his own head ! Morning and night I pray 
To meet him face to face. 

EVE. 

0, pray you, peace ! 
"What would you do ? 

MARGARET. 

Pluck off the tyrant's mask ! 
And say, ** Behold the father, guardian, friend. 
Who counts his riches by the hearts he breaks. 
And sleeps at peace ! '* — You would not dare do this ? 

EVE (vnth emotion), 

I dare do more — forgive ! 0, not in pardon 

A mean and craven spirit only speaks. 

But Futh that trusts the creature God hath made 

In His own image ; Hope that calmly seeks 

The heights eternal of a better land 

High towering o'er the mists of Life and Change ; 

And Charity, that counts from bygone years 

The secret temptings, the confessed assaults, 

Of outward circumstance. — Forgiveness is 

Weak woman's best revenge ! 

MARGARET. 

Then you'll forgive 
Poor wild La Roque, who little guessed, believe me. 
How deep your hate was rooted, and how high 
Your gratitude was poised I 



\ 
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EYE. 

I must begone ! 

MARGARET. 

You ! thro* the streets alone ? — Nay, 'tis too late, 

You stir not hence to-night ! Come in with me. 

I *11 find you comfort, aid, swift messengers 

To run whichever way you need. Nay, nay, 

You shall be guided. There are those within 

Who may have tidings of Sir Archibald. 

Ah ! that name tames you ! — Quick ! before a guest 

Shall come. (Aside,) Who could have dreamed of this ? 

[Exeunt Mabgaret <md ^ 



SCENE II. 

Enter Sir Archibald very slowly. 
SIR ARCHIBALD. 



The long day drags to an end — another hour. 

And I have done with England. No ; 'twere weak 

To court new disappointment by new quest. 

Or try to force from Fate's reluctant hand 

Blessing and joy for one, like me, foredoomed 

To an unloved and desolate old age ! 

How they dropped from me ! quick as shrinking leaves 

When the hot wind of poison scathes the tree. 

They hide from me — they hate me. They shall see 

The unwelcome spectre at their hearths no more. — 

I might sit in the church-door now, nor get 

One passing smile, one benison, save those 

Purchased beforehand. Here 's a solitude. 

Compared with which the desert's dreariest plain 

Is festival and blithe society ! — 

Some cypress-shaded cloister far away, 

Some cave where miner never sees the sun, 

Is my fit dwelling — ^and perchance the hoards 

I leave behind me, glad to lay them down. 

May buy, at last, their pardon, not their love ! 

Here 's no one yet — though this should be the place, 

And this the time. Ah ! [Listefiin, 

LORD OVERBURT (entering^ 

Plague upon the stair ! 
But I *11 be mine own pack-horse now, and get 
My parchments safe. — 

Ay, father Archibald, 
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""e you changed trades, and, tired of merchandiee, 

at the nohle game of usury ? 
^ you the partner who has bought the ill-will 
faster Gripeall*s business ? Why, 'tis famous ! 
^ can e'en close accounts at once. 

SIR ABCHIBALD. 

My Lord ! 
^n it be you who summoned me— with bait 
^ tidings from my son ? 

LORD OYERBURT. 

Your son a bait ! 
C)ome, that *& a clumsy shift, which puts not off 
An ardent lover ! — eh ! like me ! — We '11 treat 
Por your gay daughter ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

• Sir, I have brief time 

To waste on trifles, — seeing that I leave 
England to-morrow ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Why, 'tis best, no doubt. 
You set the sea betwixt you and the law ; 
But, debts and duties first ! — Come, sir, — I '11 know 
Where Sybil harbours. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

She is safe — in charge 
Of her who trained her. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

You shall get her thence. 
Give her to me, — pay monies down in gold, 
And see us bedded — ere I let you go. 
You think I do not know your purposes — 
The Adam 's in the Thames, for Baltimore ; — 
'Tis pity, father, she 's not called The Eve ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Your folly strains my patience ! Since my daughter 
Fled from my roof, I claim no more constraint 
Upon her will. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Yet, being still her father. 
You shall constrain her. Fled your roof ? 'Twas time I 
That was no longer home for wife of mine 
Which sheltered your sly mistress. 

SIR ARCHIBALD (fiercely). 

Sir! 
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LORD OTSRBURT. 

Hands off! 
Why should it chafe jou that my hride elect 
Hath sought a chaster shelter than a house 
So gay as yours ? when every hawker knows 
That you have killed your man, to keep the girl 
For your own arms ? 

SIR ARCmBALD. 

Killed! 

LORD OYERBURT. 

Would you hear it twice ? 
Killed, I say — ^killed La Roque ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

La Roque ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

He 's de^d 
Past prayers* reviving — such a comely corpse 
I never looked upon. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Deadl 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Since the day 
I found him hleeding in your park — afraid 
To cross the threshold of your jealous house, 
All else have I neglected — e'en my hride. 
Myself did tend him — I prepared his food 
And medicine — watched him like a hosom friend. 
See ! — it hath made me lean ! 'Twas all in vain — 
He drooped — dropped — died — at peace with all his foes, 
Leaving you his sweet pardon. Well-a-day ! 
A flower untimely cropped ! [ Weept 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

This dismal news 
Makes earth more dismal ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Ay, — ^your duel had 
No witnesses, I think ; — but I '11 protect you 
For that ripe Sybil's sake ! You must untie 
Your money-bags to stop malicious mouths, 
Make me your duteous son-in-law this night — 
Come ! let 's go fetch her ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Dotard ! would you trade 
Upon my fancied fears ? 
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LORD OVERBURY. 

Fancied ! the gallows 
A fancy ? and the executioner 
The fancy of a rope ? Come ; 1 11 not lose 
My hold of you ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Was I entrapped for this ? — 
You little guess, who hate the name of Death, 
How weary are the very light and air ! 
Still less you know the man you dare to threat 
Like a street bully. I defy you — Go ! 
1 will not serve your odious purposes ! 

LORD OVERBURY (pressing upon him). 
You will not ? this once more I 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Base, sensual knave ! 
Get from about me ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Ay, you'll call me names ? 
Without there ! — ^ho ! — here 's life and death at odds ! 
I do accuse this man of murder. 

Enter La Roque. 

LA ROQUE. 

You! 
Where is your murdered man ? — 

Is it a ghost 
Who grips your collar, miscreant ? Stir one step. 
And Law shall hold a poisoner in its vice. — 
But that you nought believe in holy things. 
Albeit like most blasphemers, much you fear, 
I *d make you bless the Saint who knows you least. 
And, in the ignorance of his charity. 
Hath cleared your hands, but not your heart, of blood. 

LORD OVERBURY, 

La Roque alive ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

How shall this marvel be ? 

LA ROQUE. 

How should it be ? — except that my good stars 

Gave me good eyes, good ears, good courage, too, 

Making that little talisman called " Will,'' 

In right of which have drowning men had power 

To clutch the bank-side grass, or keep afloat 

Till the ship tacked i' th' glooming — which hath led 

The hope forlorn as with a clarion's blast 

To triumph. Thanks to that tough English spirit, 
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And to my Lord's moat tender French perfume, 

In place of that poor kinaman whom he tended. 

In yonder parish burial-ground there lies 

A heap of stupid rags to^laj interred 

With quarts of maudlin tears, to make araenda 

For threadbare cloaks and the brown five-shilling pall .'— 

Here is your comely corpse ! who owes his life 

To niy Lord's jaamine powder. 



Too lightly for a rescued n 



Sir, you talk 



Too lightly ! 
'Tis weighty logic, air. That well-known scent 
Kept memory olive, and Btithborn will 
By memory quickened bade me not go sleep, 
But feign a swoon, 0, then you should have heanl 
Yon kind usurper of my lands and name 
Unfold his charming plans to Hyacinth, 
Aa Bweet as siren's lute ; with chink of gold 
Paid down progroasive for accompaniment. 
What searching medicines ! — what pillows soft ! 
What final virtue in phlebotomy ! 
What quiet watch ! with ne'er a friend let in 
To carry out my ravings ! — -Ligiitly, said you ? 
Twaa no light matter, trust mc, sir, to rido 
As I then rode in Murder's gilded coach 
Full gallop toward the grave — with harpy eyos 
Fixed on my face, and those lean finger-hones 
Like a bat's books, that itehed to find the place 
Upon my throat where breath was easiest stopped ! — 
Old, miserable man I 

SIR ARCUIBALD. 

This is so dark a tale. 
That credence staggers. Is there not some jest ? 



'Sdeath, sir ! You 'd [uuke of mo a block — a brute I 
Ilave you, who talk, been near enough to peep 
Across the threshold ? Ugh 1 'twas drear enough 
That space beyond ! Cavernous, darksome, vast, 
Echoing with hollow, inai'tlculato sounds. 
Teeming with giant shadows, and not shapes. 
1 have looked hard at Death, — been called by voices 
No art could di-owu, — met mild, accusing eyes 
No bravery could turn aside ! I '11 have 
No more such sounds and sights for company. 
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When next I face the grave. I shall not vow 
Ca,ndles to drowsy saints, nor learn to speak 
The language of those groaning folk who droop 
Their eyes and doom their betters ; but I have done 
With my mad, selfish life — and leave all jest 
At murder to the murderer. 

LORD OVERBDRY. 

Hear me swear ! 



LA ROQUE. 

Mock Heaven no further — perjure not your soul ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Nay, but I will defend me, sirs. My servant 
Hath slandered me. Hyacinth chipped the shell 
A full-fledged liar ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Hyacinth ! For shame ! 
That well-instructed, exemplary youth. 
Expert in facts and figures. He hath learned 
The lackey's granmiar, down from A to Z, — 
How worthier is expectant Twenty-five, 
Than economical Three-score in debt ! — 
And since you were too dainty to look on 
(Albeit you nursed me, like a bosom friend, 
While I dropped off, at peace with all my foes ! ) 
We drew the compact close. He gave the cue 
To Master Snare, who owns these chambers now. 
Bribed the fat Coroner (with his grievous face 
Solemn and red with ale) to take the bribe 
Of my sweet uncle — seeing that dead corpse 
Was none for Coroner to sit upon ! 
Wrote to my friends — arranged the funeral show 
This mom so well enacted. I can bring 
Clear proof of all ! 

LORD OVERBDRY. 

What will you do upon me ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Do, coward ! You shall 'scape avenging law 
By flight immediate, never to return. 
Your berth is taken in The Adam^ Uncle, 
She should be called The Cain ! Word me no words ! 
Nor beat your brains for tricks. This house is watched. 
Get you to yonder chamber for the night. 
Since I may need your presence, ere you leave 
England for ever ! [Tkrovdng open a dom\ 

Quick, sir ! There 's your den ! 
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LORD OVERBCRY. 

Speak for mc, sweet Sir Archibald ! 

LA ROQUE. 

How ill 
Shows old and coward crime in tinsel decked ! 
{ To Sir Archibald.) Now, would you reckon with Lord ( 
I am he, sir, and a man, — the o'ergrown boy 
lias vanished. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Sir, if wish of mine could bring 
Good luck, I 'd give you joy of your new fortune. 
But Disappointment 's my familiar spirit, 
I *11 not forespeak you. Let me take my leave. 
Having grave business. 

LA ROQUE. 

Sir, with me, I trust. 
My letter brought you hither. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Then you know 
My rash son's hiding-place. 

LA ROQUE. 

I do, — pray sit. 
Since I am still no Hercules. [They sit down.) You wish 
To speak with him ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

On this side of the grave, 
I will behold my children never more ; — 
Give him this letter, sir, 'twill make him rich, 
Endow him with my home, my lands, my wealth, 
Freed from my presence — I have learned to loathe 
This England of my dreams ; His dark and false. 
And seanied with ancient evil — I shall breathe 
More freely when its cliffs sink on the sky, 
Jjcaving my wealth to Sybil and my son, 
As strangers met, as strangers parted from. 

LA ROQUE. 

Somewhat too quick in this. Sir Archibald ; 
Why must your pride make virtue tyrannous, 
And gorgeous bounty burdensome ? You think 
That you are free to fling on winds and waves 
Good fortune — free to wander earth alone. 
Leaving this fatal trash of yours to breed 
Distempers fresh for those you leave behind ? — 
You cannot thus play despot as you will. 
Who cope with spirits steadfast as your own ! 
Your son will brook no aid — ^but for himself 
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Earn honourable maintenance, — nor shame 
His wife by taking alms, whose very form 
Reproaches her as one who brought a plague 
Into your house, that drove its master forth. 
This from your Albert. — Now for your proud Sybil ; 
Suppose that chances, which, methinks, may chance, 
She shall not touch acre or coin — her heart 
Is rich enough for me ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

You dictate ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Ay,- 
I have come back from Death's door to right much wrong ; 
If you will play the gipsy, and set forth. 
Like baulked philosopher who bums his books 
Because he cannot square this rolling orb. 
There 's one with deeper claims upon your gold. 
Than son or daughter. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Sir! 

LA ROQUE. 

Your reddening cheek, 
And fluttered voice in instant concord name 
The name of Mistress Eve ! — 

There 's a rude proverb. 
Of eggs in many baskets— She had all 
Her hopes in one small nest ; — *tis ravaged, torn, 
Never a song is left in *t. — Sir, she '11 die 
Brooding above the thought, that one she loved 
With pure devotion could devise her shame ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD {starting up). 
Shame for my Eve ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Nay, we '11 not fight again ! 
I have paid dearly for our morning talk 
In the oak glade at Woodwells. — Hark ye, sir. 
What man has whispered in chaste maiden's ear» 
Should be no infamy for him to speak 
To a man's face. 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Infamy ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Nay, these starts 
And oaths undo no wrong ; the truth is truth. 
Fled she not on the question of your suit ? 
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Sill ARCUIDALD. 

The question of ray age ! — Why, I was fooled 
To dream that I could win her, to conceive 
She lored mo so, that she might come to scorn 
The scum of those whose ribald tongues deride 
Winter and Spring — an old man and young wife I 

LA ROQUE (stariinff up). 
Wife! 

AIR ARCHIBALD. 

Look you there, sir ! Even you must laugh ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Ay, marry, must I, sad Sir Archibald ! 
Laugh, like a child when toys stream from his lap. 
To think — Your vnfe ! — Why, was it wedlock, sir, 
You proffered her ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Young man ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Your hand ! Your hand ! 
younger man ! who could but stammer half 
Not speak his wishes plain ! — till Honour's tune 
Knelled in her ear like the brazen note of Shame ! — 
Go to, go to ! — ^you shall to school again, 
** And learn to court with such plain * yea' and • nay,* 
** As shepherds use beneath the hawthorn tree, 
** When Ralph makes love to Marion/' We have masters. 
Shall teach you better ! — 

Ho ! within there — quick ! 
[Hattening to the door and leading in Maroabkt and Eve. 
Here's a fresh 'broidery task — a pensive pupil ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Eve! 

EVE. 

In Heaven's name ! is nothing new amiss ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Amiss ! awry ! a-wrong ! — Ay, blushing May ! 
Are you not shamed of wicked, worldly thoughts 
Which did mistake a sober gentleman 
For a wild scapegrace like La Roque ? — 

There — there ! 
Take her, Sir Archibald, for I do fear 
She loves you more than daughter ! — Take him, sweet ! 
He loves thee like a husband ! — Here's a match 
If ever Heaven made one ! — And now, Sir Pilgrim, 
You will not prove the pleasures of the deep 
To-morrow — or next dav ? 
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SIR ARCHIBALD. 

My blessed Eve, 
Where wast thou hidden ? 

EYE {pointing to Margaret, who still remains in the bach ground). 

Near this kindly lady. 

sir ARCHIBALD. 

What shall I give her who hath sheltered Eve ? — 
One half my fortune ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Shall I tell you now ? 

Enter Jeremy. 

What, Jeremy ! — prithee another time ! 
I am now bespoke by company. 

JEREMT. 

Your pardon, — 
Yours too, Sir Archibald, — yours, Mistress Eve, — 
Yours, Mistress 

LA ROQUE {getting hetvnxt Jeremy and MARaAREx). 

Quick, — what wouldst thou ? 

JEREMY. 

Sir, 'tis this — 
Here 's Mistress Sybil, in a coach below, 
Would see Lord Overbury. 

LA ROQUE. 

Sybil come ! — Alone ? 

JEREMY. 

Ay, and in sore distress and eager haste. 

She hath not eaten or slept. Hark ! — on the stair ! 

LA ROQUE {pushing Jeremy out). 

One instant keep her hence. My Lord shall see her ! 

[Exit Jeremy. 

{To Sir Archibald and Eve.) 
Pardon, good friends I but here 's no common meeting 
For men, or even angels, to o'erlook : 
No time, nor place for ceremonies now. 
I '11 call you bye and bye. [Opening door on the right. 

MARGARET. 

Step softly, pray you. 
There 's one asleep within. 

[Exit M.LBXiLBJSSf followed by Sir Archibald cmd Eve. 

la ROQUE {opening door on the left). 

Uncle, come forth. 
Re-enter Lord Overbury. 
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Here 'a Sybil seeks you. Haply she hath heard 
Of your misfortanes, and would set you free. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Must I stay to be mocked ? 

LA ROQUE. 

And shall, and will ! 

I am desperate, hear, obey ! Receive the lady, 

Hold her fast to her promise, and not listen 

To sigh or tear, till I break in — be lover-like, 

(Retiring) And warm and obstinate. Remember 

tier promise ! Now, my last, one, precious chance. 

Fond heart, be firm ! Proud enemy, advance ! 

[He conceal* himsdf in room on the left. 

LORD OVERBURY (sitting dovm). 
Good Lord ! A scene to play ! 

Enter Jbremt, manihalling Sybil. 

JEREllx • 

My Lord is there. lEa 

SYBIL. 

Now, my breath fails me. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Stars ! My angel here ? 

SYBIL. 

Rise not, I *ll have no courtesy. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Can that be. 
When lovely Sybil 's one ? 

SYBIL. 

Ay, when the other's 
An unwise man, from whom she comes to claim 
Her freedom. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Umph! 

SYBIL. 

My Lord, I 'm here to take 
My promise back. A plan so iU devised, 
So madly followed out, nor earth nor heaven 
Can sanction, here must end. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

What say you, madam ? 

SYBIL. 

To end all feigning, *twas a crime in you 
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ly. "tempt an angry woman ; 'twas disgrace 
^e to fool the vanity of Age ! 

w LORD OVERBURY. 

c>^^l ! vanity I and can you thus descrihe 
^Vir love ? 

SYBIL. 

I ne*er pretended love, my Lord, 
van night and noon be one ? — the crumbling bones 
Of Death break forth in blossoms ? But I speak 
The frenzy of a passionate child ! To you 
Must other tones appeal. I *11 talk to you 
As woman of the world would talk. 

LA ROQUE [looking out). 

What most 
I dread to hear ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Well, Madam, what you will. 

SYBIL, 

Your ease restores my own. Lay love aside, 
And all that country boys and girls do sigh 
And sing about — shall ladies never change 
Their fancies like their ribbons ? I Ve enjoyed 
My grey caprice — 'tis o'er ; and you, to-morrow. 
Will rather something redder and more white, 
Some round-eyed Phillis who belie?eth Lords 
Are oracles, and garments of brocade 
The stuff of angels' wings. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

I know you have changed 
Already once. 

SYBIL. 

Is't so ? Are you a man. 
And lay your finger on the cruelest wound 
That 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Lady, yes, a man, and not a child. 
I 'U have your promise I 

SYBIL. 

You perforce compel 
My shame to open day ? Is't not enough 
To say, I do not love, I never loved, 
But heard your vows in anger, in disgust 
Endured your courtesies ; will this suffice ? 
jq^Q ? — Must my naked heart before you writhe. 
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For full contentment of your appetite ? 
Well, this slmll bo ; I merit it, my Lord, 
And tako your joy therein ! — I loved another 
From firRt to last ; I love that other still. 
And will not Bleep, nor eat, nor braid my hair, 
Nor hold an instant's talk on aught loss dear, 
Till I am free to throw tne at his feet, 
And there abide my punishment ! 

LORD OVEBBURY. 

All this 
Moves me not from your promise. You have signed ! 

SYBIL. 

My fingers vrroUt a name ; my heart of hearts 
Dwelt on another ! — Dare you still persist ? 

LOIID OVEBBURY. 

And dare — and—mw/ft / Another name ! — ^what name ? 
The Man in the Moon ? 

SYBIL. 

Your taunts unmanly bring 
My courage back. I love your ^end La Roque ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

That boy ! that — (aside) — 'sdeath ! he hears it ! 

SYBIL. 

Smile, mj Lord ! 
Ho 's poor — he *s deep in debt — has dangerous ways 
Trenching upon dishonour ; he hath hung 
As tame companion on a Lord ! — and yet 
I love him. Then, for birth, — ^your own, I hear, 
Is stainless. Sir, we have for ancestors 
Cousins of kings, wise counsellors, and priests. 
And knights of glorious deeds. I need not tell you 
Uis parentage. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

You need not. 

SYBIL. 

Yet if blot 
Deeper than shame could mark his origin. 
And vulgar crime quarter with doubtful birth, 
I 'd rather see mine own escutcheon match 
His tarnished shield than lose him ! 

LORD OVERBURY. 

This is frantic ; 
You know there is your promise ! 

SYBIL. 

Ay — and the vault. 
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The poison-phial and the tardier doom 

Of nnblest hopelessness ! — I '11 have them all ; 

Home-anger— outlawry— contempt from men 

And scorn from women ; you may trail my name 

Like some base bye-word through your London streets, 

And say, *' Iccist her off I *' — but, worst or best, 

While my heart holds a drop, mine eye retains 

Its consciousness, my hand its touch, my lips 

Can shape a " No ! " — I '11 wed one living man, 

And that man but [La Roque coming down. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

Out, cockatrice ! you '11 court 
Another fool before my face ? 

SYBIL (hiding her face in her hands). 

La Roque ! 
A scheme contrived ! 

LA ROQUE {in a low voice). 

{To Lord Oterbury.) Leave us ! (To Sybil.) So resolute ! 
Yet you '11 not 'scape Lord Overbury thus ! 

SYBIL. 

Yes, — it is fitting, Frederic, and most kind, 
For justice aye is kindness, — you should spurn me, 
Who have been wronged too deeply by my pride 
For man to pardon. I have done. My Lord, 
You scarce will claim me now ; who both reject 
And am rejected ! 

LA ROQUE. 

There royally retrieved 
My Sybil her high place ! Forgive me, queen, 
If for your honour's sake, — (0, worse than rack !) — 
'Twas needful to play tyrant and constrain 
Your true, rich heart to pour its wealth abroad ; 
That none might dare to call the treasures dross 
He could not hold ! And now I '11 kneel to you, 
And pray you, keep your word — ^yet, still consent 
To wed Lord Overbury. [Kneeling, 

SYBIL. 

You 'd still abase me ? 

LA ROQUE. 

What must be shall be I — Sybil's stars decreed [He rises. 

That she should match for love. And here he stands. 
Bold and aspiring in my saucy self ! — 
But Sybil must have greatness, too ; a Peer 
To hold in chains ; an old and noble house 
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To queen it in. Well, here {laying his hand on his heart) bi 

Lordahip standB 
Of Overbnrj and its castle. — Uncle, rail not ! 

Enter Jeremy. 
JEREMT. 

The captain of The Adam waits below. 

LA BOQUE {pointing to Lord Overburt). 

There is his passenger. Sir Archibald 

Stays with us. Go, old man, you shall not starve ; 

But fast and pray. 

LORD OVERBURY. 

0, mistress ! may you plague him 
Till his heart breaks ! l^^ «^ Jbm 

SYBIL. 

Is this some faery work ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Yes ! Oberon hath turned lawyer ! How it chanced 
I '11 tell thee all, when there 's no pressing need 
To laugh and cry, and ask if this be she, 
My Sybil — mine at last ! Lo ! witnesses 
To our new bliss. 

BrUer Sir Archibald, leading Eye, a/nd followed by Margaret. 

SYBIL {kneeling to Sir Archibald). 

Good now, be gentle, father, 
And bless your self-willed child ! 

la ROQUE. 

Not leaving out 
Your child's old lover in new fortunes dressed ! 
You'll trust her to me, sir? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

With my whole heart ! 
Thy mirth hath shamed my gravity ; thy youth 
Set a wise pattern to my foolish age ! 
Sybil, be happy now ! I ask no more. 
What shall I give thee with her ? 

LA ROQUE. 

Never gold, 
For that might jaundice breed, and she and I 
Must live a pair of doves on one same bough ! 
And never lands. — Some gifts you cannot help, 
So, by your leave, we will not count their worth, 
A father, with my treasure comes in course, 
A mother, too. (Nay, mistress Eve, indeed 
It must be so, albeit you ran as far 
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.8 maid could run to 'scape from matronage ! ) 
11 have a brother and a sister of 
Tour giving and/or-giving ! 

EYE. 

Grant the boon 
Tome! 

SYBIL. 

To me. Think how his fault was small 
Compared with mine ! 

SIR ABCmSALD. 

Can I forswear myself ! 

LA ROQUE. 

(To Eve.) 0, leave your prayers to melt a woman's ear! 

(To Sybil.) Your reasons to grave fools who must have props 

Ere they dare walk a step* and precedents 

How eyes should wink or hands be clasped or loosed ; 

For when the rosary's prayers are all run off, 

The pleas all reasoned till the jury nods 

Surfeited with conviction ; there is still 

A voice more deep than reason or than prayer ! 

The heart's own voice, that speaks in starry night, 

In the pearled morning, in the haze of noon. 

Whenever man is holiest in the hand 

Of man's Creator — whispering in his ear 

** There are no wrongs forgiveness cannot reach, 

There are no vows of vengeance past recall I " 

If you have heard this voice, obey it now ! — 

{To Margaret.) Come forward, daisy, you who sheltered Eve, 

And helped to save my life so nearly lost, 

We '11 claim his promise from Sir Archibald, — 

A blessing on his son ! 

MARGARET (kneeling). 

And his son 's wife I 
Will you not speak to me, Sir Archibald, 
And pardon me my angry thoughts of you ? 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Oh, better thus to live forsworn in Love, 

Than wear out age in Hate's integrity ! — 

Daughter ! here 's cordial welcome ! — And my son ? — 

MARGARET. 

Sleeps yonder, sir ! You may look in, not speak — 
The joy might kill him ! 

Re-enter Jeremt. 
LA ROQUE. 

Here 's old Jeremy 
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Will tell you, by his beard, no mortals die 
Of joy— else could I, now ! 

JEREMY. 

May choicest blessings 
Of Heaven attend you all ! 

LA ROQUE. 

Eve ! Can't you chirp 



A small ** Amen ? 



More than our words. 



EVE. 

My Lord ! 

SIR ARCHIBALD. 

Her blushes speak 



LA ROQUE. 

Then Sybil, here, — and I, 

More bold — will read aloud the truth in roses 

Writ on her cheek. — Old Love and Fortune New 

By Pride and Ill-construction thrust apart. 

Turned enemies, can wreck the stoutest heart ; — 

But, reconciled by Grief, Life 's downward way 

They strew with garlands, — showing every day, 

Love proved more true, more bright Good-Fortune 's gold. 

Till all 's complete in Heaven ! {To the audience.) Gentles ! our 

tale is told ! 

[Cwrtain faiU. 



THE END. 
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